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ADVERTISEMENT. 


MANY of the following trifles were written 
on occasions dictated by private Aﬀection.—T hey are 
now printed chiefly for the gratification of a few 


Friends. ; 


THE SLAVE, and ſome other pieces, may, perhaps, 
be more generally interesting ; and serve innocently 
to employ a leisure hour. They are the production of 
Writers who have, not unsuccessfully, appeared before 
the Publick, in works of acknowledged utility, as 
well as of 1magination.—T Those vigned S. are from 
the pen of the Lady ;—F.. from that of the Gentle- 
nan. The distinguiching them, it must be confested, 
7s not very flattering ts the latter, 


* 


INTRODUCTION. 


* 


Awax'p by Faxcr's fairy voice 
When first I strung the early lyre, 
The Muszs mark'd my infant choice, 
And bade my trembling notes aspire : 


And, beaming o'er my op'ning soul, 
Her pow'rs young EMuLAaTI1on shed: 

And Hor still pointing to the goal, 
Around her golden pinions spread : 


Fair Daughter of the radiant morn 
With roses still renewing crown'd, 

Which blooming, as they hide the thorn, 
Can deal unseen the deadly wound ! 


I view'd the glorious track of Fame, 
Fond ardour in my heart arose ; 

Again I saw, without a name 

What thouſands in the dust repose. 


And J, with all this love of song 
Shall join, said I, this num rous croud, 
And mingling with the vulgar throng 
Shall wither in a nameless shroud ! 


— 


=: INTRODUCTION. 


She rais'd my eyes, my trembling hand ; 
She led me to the Muses train, 


And at her feet I took my stand . 


And join'd each emulative strain. 


With bolder flights I scom'd repos ; 
From Friendship's fire and Fancy's store, 


At length this little volume rose, 


And Hope indulgent points to more. 


Here, if some feeling Soul should trace 
That kindred warmth, that genial glow, 
Which bids Affection's angel face 
With sympathetic tears o'erflow ; 


No glory more the heart requires; © 
Nor asks of Heav'n a miete meed; 
Nor yet to other fame aspires: 
Bleſt, if chat warmest wish hs! 


TRIBUTES OF AFFECTION. + 


To R. N. 4 — FrienD. 


ON OCCASION OF HIS ABSENCE; AFTER A LONG AND 
: PLEASING VISIT, 


Cam gentle Muse! and oabe the mind, | 
By fond affliction vainly torn ; | | 
Come gentle Muse! and teach the lyre, 
In more melodious strains to mourn. 


The tear that beams in Peta eye, 
The pang which we at parting feel, 
The stifled sob, the rising sigh, 
Thy soothing balm alone can heal. 


The days that sweetly stole away, 
The hours that crown'd with friendship flew, 
Ti ime gathers fast ; and we must bid | 
Those days, thoſe smiling hours adieu! 
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Ah me! the moments wing'd with peace, 
. When Friendship join'd with Science“ ſtray d, 
Like the fair visions of the morn, 1 


| In Fancy's roving eye pourtray'd. 
All, all, are gone !—and where we rov'd 
Pale Solitude and Silence reign ; 


And Ev'ning sees me trace alone, 
With melancholy steps the plain. 


But hark! methinks some airy voice, 
Breaks in ſoft ſounds upon my ear ; 
It bids me check the rising sigh, 
It bids me wipe the falling tear. 


Fond, selfish wretch' !—methinks it cries, 
© Does Friendship teach us to bemoan 
© The joys which to another flow, 
© If for a while they damp our own ? 


© Forbear to think, mistaken maid, 
That Friendship ſeeks her own repose; 

© Ah! no, the bliss that others share, : 
© On her an equal joy bestows,” 


* Alluding to ſome inſtructions in the languages, &C, 3 
which the author had received from 18 friend to whom 
theſe lines are addreſſed. 


TO A FRIEND» 


'Thanks for thy precepts, gentle voice, 
For Reason whispers they are true; 

From this glad hour adieu ye sighs, 
Ye hours of sadness all adieu 


Again the verdant mead shall please, 
And there I'll string the artless lyre; 

There summon Echo from her cell, 
There sing of sacred Friendship's fire. 


The breeze that gently rustles round, 
To Humber's happy banks“ shall haste, 
And whiſper to the gen'rous few, 
Who sympathetic joys can taste; 


That oft with them the kindred ſoul, 
By fond imagination borne ; 
Does in that happy circle join, 
Where Pleasure rises with the morn, + 


Ol! there may sorrow never come, 
But each new day return in joy ; 
O! there may ev'ry blessing smile, 
Nor adverse Fate one hope destroy. 


* He was at Hull. 
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There may the Muse, tho' all unknown, 


A moment's plezeure-hope to give 3 ; 
Ambitious of no other fame, 0 75 "auf 
Than in their memory to live. 


8. 1783. 
TO THE SAME FRIEND ; 
ON HIS SETTING SAIL FOR JAMAICA. _ 


Ye Gales in gentle murmurs rise, 
That waft my friend to diſtant skies! 
Ye waves, that with tumultuous roar, 


Lift your white heads and beat the shore; 5 
Who wash, unfeeling, from the strand, 
I His footsteps printed in the sand; 

| Oh! yet your storms, your terrors cease, 

| | And let him, let him pass in peace! 

i | Alas! by early sorrows tried, | 

1 *Twas his to stem the briny tide; 5 

4 »Twas his to quit his native shore, 5 

L And part from friends to meet no more, 

'P Just ent'ring on life's rugged road, 

4 When scarce the bud of reason blow d.“ 

'Y ne left Jamaica, of which he was a Native, at a very. 

4 early age, to be educated in England, and before his return 

We |! | 
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Yo A FRIEND. 


"Twas his, when riper years arose, 
To feel the weight of riper woes; 
And ills unnumber'd still to prove, 
The slave of Honor, and of Love! 


"Twas his, (nor can the Muse deny, 
To woes like these the pensive sigh !) 
"Twas his, in life's meridian light, 

To find the darksome shades of night; 
For twelve long months to lose the day, 
And mourn the tedious hours away! 


Twas his, on the tempestuous surge, 
To stand on life's extremest verge, 
To feel Affliction's inward wound, 
While death, and darkness hover'd round ! 


Oh! let not Sorrow's poison d dart, 
For ever rankle in that heart, 


Where friendship, truth, where honour glows ; 


But let the salt wave as it flows, 
And ſoon with health and plenty crown'd, 
Restore him to that happy ground, 
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lost his mother. The other circumstances alluded to may be 
gathered from the Character of NuGzNT, in the Novel of 
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Where lisping infants learn to know, 
What sweets from gen'rous friendship flow. 


There many a pray'r shall daily rise, 


From guileless lips to reach the skies; 


Once more in safety from the main, 

To see their much-lov'd friend again; 

That Sorrow's ev'ry storm may cease, 

And Life's smooth tide roll on in peace. 
That woe and anguish, pain and care, 
Allied to darkness and despair, 
Chas'd by fair Hope may wing their flight, 
And sink in shades of endless night. 


8. 1783. 


BIRTH-DAY PIECES. 


— —— 
— b ¶ꝶũV—m̃——kͥ 


* 


TO HIS SISTER. 


Say what new wishes can the Muse impart, 
With what new numbers hail the rising day ? 
All the fond hopes that warm a Brother's heart 
_ Have yearly deck'd her tributary lay.“ 


Warm tho' my wishes were, my verse sincere 
Reviving transports in my bosom swell, 

New hopes arise with each returning year 
And the heart feels, more than the pen can tell. 


Yet if Good-Nature, sweet endearing charm, 
Which holds in Female hearts her amplest throne ; 
If Pity, which the coldest breast can warm, 
That weeps at woes and sorrows not her own; 


* Alluding to several annual tributes of this nature during 
| early youth; too incorrect, (as perhaps are some of these 
now preserved,) for any eye, but that of partial Relations. 
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If Innocence, if Modesty most meek, 
Which ev'ry action, ev'ry word displays; 

If the ingenuous blush which dies the cheek 
When judgment gives to modest merit praise; 


If these, and ſure they can, if these can bless, 
To wish increase of happiness were vain; 
For these are thine, then rest my Muse in peace, 
And *til those virtues cease, cease thou thy strain. 
E. 1782. 


TO HER BROTHER, 


Wu leaps my heart with nimbler bound? 
And why does Nature smile around ? + 
Why are my spirits on the wing? 

And why am I inclin'd to sing ? 
Ah, simple maid ! the Muses say, 
Can you forget this happy day ? 


This day is , twenty- one, 
And now his first career is run; 
Let then his name your verse inspire, 
Let soft Affection tune the lyre; 
Haste! haste! the pledge of love prepare, 
Tho' he refuse his annual share. 


BIRTH- DAT PIECES. 


And are the moments come at last: 
And are the years of child-hood past? 
Are the soft feelings of his mind 
With manly sense and reason join'd ? 
And is it then indeed the day 
That most of all demands the lay ? 


And can the lyre or sonnet tell 
The wishes that my bosom swell ? 
'The fears Aﬀection bids to live, 
The hopes that shining talents give; 
Or how, with mingled smiles and tears, 
J think upon his future years ? 


Ah! no; in vain I strive to sing, 
In vain I tune my humble string. 
To me the Muse denies to give 
The art that bids the feelings live; 
And all the passions glide along, 
Display'd in animating song. 


Yet not in vain, while in his breast, 
Affection holds the rein confest ; 
These simple lines devoid of art, 
That flow from a fond Sister's heart; 
Which criticks justly would despise, 
Shall please a Brother's partial eyes, 
23 


17 
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Then haste, and tell him little scrowl 
The hopes which animate my soul; 
And whisper to him I excuse 
The yearly tribute of his Muse; 
Let the fair truant hither skim 
And Law's bright genius wait on him. 

8. 1783. 


INTERLUDE 
Performed on the Eve of ⁹̊ i Birth-day, 


BY | | 
Miss J. aged 114 years ——Miss 3 
Miss M.. . . 9 years. —— Mast. A. 44. 

Miss E. 24. | 


Before their Parents; Brother and Relations. 
PROLOGUE. 


(Master A.) 


To-wnicut the Muse her pow'r resumes, 
And deck'd in Fancy's airy plumes, 
Her yearly tribute seeks to pay, 
And hail with joy the rising day. 
With tender awe devoid of fear, 
She brings that simple tribute here; 
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Within this little circle lies 

The only fame which she can prize: 

And if by you to-night approv'd, 

By you, the honour'd and the lov'd, 

By you, for whom her bosom glows, 

To whom her little pow'r she owes, 

Her fondest hopes will all be crown'd, 

And all she wishes for be found. [Exit. 


Enter Miss J. as Queen of the Fairies. 

Ye Fairies and Spirits in zther who glide, 
Who mount to yon azure, or skim o'er the tide; 
Ye Elfins who melt in the dew-drops of morn 
Or rise with the star of the ev'ning new born; 
Who catch from fond Echo the pale lover's moan, 
Who seeks by the moon-beam to wander alone; 
And tell the chaste maiden her lover is true, 
Whom oceans and distance have torn from her view : 
—Sweet Philomel chases the last beam of day, 
'Then haste to my calling, haste hither away ! 
But ye who delight on the helm to abide, 
Who can still the rough blaſt, and can smoothe the 

salt tide ; | 

For him who now wanders remote from the shore,* 
Whom, haply, Britannia may smile on no more; 


See p. 12. 
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For him whom fair Honour and Friendship adorn, 
Tho' doom'd by Misfortune a rover forlorn, 

O! yet round his vessel continue to play, 

And hide in the shrouding by night and by day : 
O! quit not for pleasure the charge which I gave, 
But guide him in safety across the green wave. 
But others, in æther or ocean who stray, 

Haste! haste! to my calling, haste hither away | 
O! hasten to revel on this happy spot, 

Where smiling Contentment has built her a cot ; 
Where innocent Pleasure illumines the glade, 
And Affection oft summons the Muse to her aid. 
Haste, haste to my calling, nor longer delay, 
Haste, haste, to my calling, haste hither away! 


Enter Miss M. Miss I. Master A. and Miss E; 


2 Fairies. 


All the Fairies. With nimble tread behold we stand; 
And tell us what is thy command? 1 
Queen. — List! oh, list! ye gentle train, 
And the cause III soon explain, 
Why I call'd you from your rounds, 
Jo revel on these happy grounds. 
Now twice eleven years are fled, 
By Hope, the fond enticer, led, 


Mighty Queen of fairy land, 


BIRTH-DAY PIECES. 


Since rising o'er the eastern wave, 
The ruddy morn to nature gave 

A Youth with early genius fir'd, 
With ev'ry tender thought inspir'd. 
And did I not, kind Fairies, fear, 
These words by chance might meet his ear, 
I would those merits loud reveal, 

His modest bosom would conceal. 
But, as we melt before the light, 
And are but in the shades of night, 
We, ere the morn that gave him birth, 


Will celebrate the eve in mirth. 


But, ere I further say, I claim 


To know from whence you hither came. 


14 Fairy, } 


Miss M. 


In old Ocean's des- green hall, 

First I heard thy mighty call; 

There I left my oozy bed, 

Deck'd with sprigs of coral red, | 

Deck'd with gems from ev'ry shore, 

Such as monarchs never wore ; 
And swifter than the rein-deer goes, 
O' er eternal Lapland snows, | 

| Swifter than the blast of Fame, | 


. Bears around the Patriot's name, 
Swifter, swifter, far, I came. 


22 TRIBUTES OF AFFECTION; 


2d Fairy, When the red sun hid his face, 
Miss J. 3 When the moon began her race, 
When the sky-lark ceas'd her song, 
And darkness hid the busy throng; 
When the dewy drops of Heav'n, 
Told the fairy world *twas even; 
Where yon grey cloud hides the light 
Of the moon from mortal sight, 
Wafted by the western gale, 
I view'd each hill and flow'ry vale: 
But when bor'ne on wings of air, 
Thy invocation reach'd my ear, 
Attentive to thy powerful spell, 
Wrapt in a dew-drop, down I fell. 


34 Fairy, }) Where chaste Dian's silver beam, 

Master A.] Plays on Avon's lucid stream ; 
Where immortal Shakspeare rov'd, 
Bard of Fairies beſt beloy'd; 
I, his favour'd walks among, 

8 Where he tun'd his deathless song, 
| Crept beneath the grass unseen, 

To deck it with unfading green: 
But when round thy voice did ring, 
Mounted on the owlet's wing, 
Swift I cut the yielding air, 
And hasten'd, thy commands to share. 
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4th Fairy, ) I, in an acorn cup was crept, 

Mis E. J There secure from harm I slept, 
Til at thy call I hither fled, 
By duty to my Sov'reign led. 


2ueen,— Thanks, gentle Fairies, first and last, 
Thanks, gentle Fairies, for your haste: 
All should their duty gladly prove, 
For sweet is duty join'd with love. 


Queen and Fairies. 


For sweet is duty join'd with love. 


Queen. 
Let us then, (ere rising day, 
Banish us and ours away) 
Ere the grey morn bids us part, 
Think what best may please his heart— 
There Love will some time throw a dart 
Each, alternate then declare 5 
All the gifts which deck the Fair, 
All the graces she shall share. 


| 15? Fairy. f N 
Let the Maiden be chaste as the breath of the morn; 
| 24 Farry. | 

And sweet as the dew drop that hangs on the thorn. 
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3d Fairy. 
As gentle as Zephyr companion of May, 
4th Fairy. 8 
And blythe as the sky. lark that wakens the day. 
5 | Queen. | Rs 
And may she, since mortals can't live upon dew, 
And feast upon snails-eggs, like me and like you, 
With sufficient from Nature each boſom to please, 
Have sufficient from Fortune to set them at ease. 
1%. Fairy. 
In this wish I gladly join. 
24 Fairy. 
Mine it is, | 


| Queen. 
Now with mirth and festive song, 


Glide ye moments, glide along; 
Joy and Laughter hasten here, 
Ope the portals of the ear; 
Sorrow as the moon beam pale, 
Haste to yonder distant vale; 
Peace, affection, love, are here: 
Let us then companions dear, 
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In spite of care, let guiltless mirth 
Thy lowly cot adorn; 
Throughout our path decreed on earth, 
No joy without a pang has birth, 
No rose without a thorn. 
E. 1794. 


— 


To Tar RRV. MR. H. 
ON HIS WIFE'S BIRTH-DAY. 


Tho? sad Misfortune o'er thy youthful day 
Threw, for a-while, her melancholy shade, 
Yet let thy grateful heart with rapture say, 
« One blessing far has ev'ry ill o erpaid: 


& Still let this day be sacred held and dear, | 
« That gave the world my best and firmest friend; 

That bade Marra's pleasing form appear, | 
«© On whom my hopes, my life, my all depend.“ 


Blest is the man, whatever fate betide, 
Whatever Fame or Fortune may decree, 
Who, safe from all the busy world, can hide 

In one dear breast his joy and misery. 


D 


— 
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This lot the favour'd sons of virtue know, | 
amn and whose minds are 
pure : 
Long on my friend may Heav'n this bliss bestow ; 
From chance protected, and from change secure. 
E. 1791. 


ODE 


ON HIS MAJESTY'S BIRTH-DAY ; 
WRITTEN ON THE BEACH AT CALAIS, 


Ye Waves, whose circling billows flow, 
Wild o'er the watry waste below, 
On your green surface waft away, 
The votive tribute of to-day ! 
I se thy Cliffs, BxrrAxxNIA rise, 
White as the fleece of Summer's skies; 
And on thy adverse shore reclin'd, 
Methinks in ev'ry vernal wind, 
I catch a passing sound ; 
Here Epwaxp's steps, it says, appear'd, 
And here the din of arms was heard, 
While Famine hover'd round. 


These rising walls and bulwarks tell, 
That here the great, the valiant fell; 
And, by the tempest torn, 
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The lily droop'd on GaLL1a's-coasts, 
And saw the radiant white she boasts, 
A stranger's brows adorn. 


O! Epwarv, lift thy slumb'ring eyes, 

From the long sleep of death arise, 
And see, where Discord frown'd ; 

Wide o'er the bosom of the deep, 


Her wings prolific Commerce sweep, 
And bless the nations round, 


On yon tall cliff erect and hoar, 

Around whose base the billows roar, 
See BRTTAIN's Genius stand: 

Dauntless she views the surge below, 

And bids the waves which round her flow, 
Bring plenty to her land. 


Aside the helm' and corslet laid, 

The peaceful olive binds her head; 
And in her eye sublime, 

Justice and Mercy seem to play, 

They rest secure in Groree's sway, 
And bless her smiling clime. 


Low at her ſeet their varied store, 
See Art and Nature proudly pour, 
Each gift the soul desires ; 
D 2 
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And Genius deck'd in all her charms, 
Far from the dreary clang of arms, 
Here sends forth all her fires. 


If war and battle call for praise, 
And proud we contemplate his days, 
Whose hands the laurel won, 
Which, through the darkness of the tomb, 
And distant ages, learns to bloom, 
With splendour yet its own : 


What song shall tell what sounds reveal 

The nobler joy which now we feel, 
When Grokox's hand removes 

The mist of ignorance profound, | 

Which then enwrapt BriTann1a round, 

And clouded all her groves! 


Yet what the fault'ring lyre denies, 
A grateful Nation's voice supplies 
A Monarch's dearest lay ; 
And thousand vows and thousand pray'rs, 
The early breath of morning bears, 
To hail his natal day: 
On æther's wings their Songs arise, 
He hears their pzans rend the skies, 
And, conscious of his worth, receives 


The tribute which a Nation gives. 


8. 1787, 


BIRTH-DAY. PIECES. 41 
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ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE WEDDING-=DAY 
OF TWO HIGHLY REVERED FRIENDS: 
ABOUT TO SAIL FOR INDIA. 


WuiLe Friendship and Gratitude join —_—_ 
The Muse's enlivening strain, 
A tender regret still represses the fire, 
And mixes, with pleasure, a pain. 


To the present she looks with the raptures of joy, 
With the wishes of tenderest love: 
But the future calls forth from the bosom a sigh, 


Which nor Virtue, nor Reason reprove ! 


Yet Hope, the fair soother of mortals below, 
Still points to the glittering goal ; | 

One touch of her wand removes sorrow and woe, 
And charms ev'ry pang of the Soul : 


On Religion attendant, she leads to the skies, 
Where Virtue has plac'd her reward, 

Superiour to Envy her Vot'ries shall rise, 
Nor the evils of Mortals regard. 


Then with Innocent Mirth let us hallow the day, 
Which sanction'd an Union so dear; 
The rapturous impulse our hearts shall obey, 
Nor sadden its hours with a tear. 
D 3 
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Perhaps ere again thro the varying Ws | 
The Sun shall his Chariot roll, 

Tis Vricnds to theikeut of Aﬀediearee dear, 
Shall be far from us—far as the pole ! 


If Heav'n, in bounty to many, provides 
That, safe from the storms of the main, 
Conducted in peace o'er the salt- roaring tides, 

They visit their Mansion again: 


The Poet shall hasten to welcome the day, 
And heed their sad absence no more; 

With delight long forgotten again tune his lay, 
To hail their return to our Shore. 


But if, in the records of merciful fate, 
No moment so happy be given: 

Religion and Hope shall his bosom elate, 
That theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. 


E. Jan. 1, 1795. 


TO DEPARTED FRIENDS. 


J 


In MEMORY OF THE Rev. Mr. DoBey; LATE 
CHAPLAIN TO THE MAGDALEN. 


Wurxx'zn thy mortal part be laid, 
Peace to thy Manes, gentle Shade ! 

Such peace, as in a world of cares, 

The Child of Feeling seldom shares! 
Thine was the sympathetic heart, 

So form'd to bless, and form'd to smart : 
Thine were the soft affections, wove 

For every charm of mutual love ! 

Thine were the manners and the mind, 
By Learning and the Muse refin'd ! 
That heart with noblest feelings fraught, 
That mind enrich'd with manly thought, 
Had worldly prudence center'd there, 
Perhaps had known less worldly care. 
Ah! why does Heav'n the spark impart, 
Which warms, alas ! to wound the heart ? 
Far happier they who thoughtless go, 
Nor feel the pangs of tender woe. 
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For oh ! the wounds which pierce the mind, 
Tho' clos'd, still leave a scar behind, 
Which never Esculapian pow'r, 

Can heal, and bid them pain no more! 


Thou thro* whose breast, its mild abode, 
The milk of human kindness flow'd, 
If in thy path decreed on earth, 
'The thorn without the rose had birth; 
Now where no pangs, no passions rise, 
In happier worlds and happier skies, 
Thy feet have gain'd that friendly shore, 
Where never thorn shall wound them more. 
Yet, if around its earthly cell, | 
Awhile thy Spirit love to dwell, 
Receive the Muses' friendly tear, 
The wreath now offer d at thy bier; 
And oh ! where'er thy bones are laid, 
Peace to thy Manes, gentle Shade ! 


S. 1789. 


TO DEPARTED FRIENDS. | 


ON THE DEATH OF THE FAVOURITE INFANT 
DAUGHTER OF A CELEBRATED PAINTER, 


An ! what avails the Master's Art, 

Which strews fresh laurels o'er the brave? 
Can Genius blunt AMiction's dart, 

Or snatch one blossom from the grave? 


Could dews the blasted flow 'r restore, 
Or Sorrow's voice the past recall; 

The feeling heart should bleed no more, 
No more the drops of Anguish fall! 


Could Pity's sympathising groan 
Re- animate the beauteous clay; 

Restore the rose for ever flown, 
Or stop the Spirit on its way; 


Then Science for her favour'd Son 
Would wrap in weeds her mourning head, 
And pomp and gaudy triumph shun, 

To bid the grave give up her dead. 


To Life, perhaps to future woe, 
Which rests in her untimely urn, 
To all the pangs which laid her low, 

The smiling Cherub should return! 
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Now rob'd in Innocence divine, 
She soars to gain her native home; 
And there shall pure and spotless shine, 
And there with sister-seraphs roam: 


There now in Amaranthine bow' rs, 
She tunes to joy her little song: 

And holy rapture marks the hours, 
All radiant as they glide along: 


JJ ̃ ͤPGö¹ . 


Or, watching o'er maternal woe, 
Imparts soft comfort to the breast; 

Or forms to deck her parent's brow, 
The destin'd Chaplet of the blest. 


Perhaps, to hail their future doom, 
Ihe Spirit may expectant stray 
Beyond the terrours of the tomb, 

To guide their everlasting way. 


Yet sacred to the feeling Soul, 
Are now the tender tears that flow ; 
Tears which no reason can controul, 
The sad resource of human woe. 


Still, tho“ remote, to future peace, 
Let Hope direct the weeping eye ; 
And point to joys that never cease, 


And worlds where never heaves a sigh. 
| 8. 1785. 


—5 FF E 


TO DEPARTED FRIENDS. 


To ThE MEMORY of Ms. p, 
THE AUTHOUR'S AUNT. 


Wurx Kings and Heroes in the dust are laid, 
The Poet's laurel crowns the Warrior's shade: 
When Youth and Beauty, nipp'd in early bloom, 
Lost to the World, sleep silent in the tomb; _ 
Then wreaths of solemn cypress deck the herse, 
And all the sorrows of elegiack verse: | 
What, then, shall aged Goodness press the bier, 
And want © the meed of some melodious tear ?” 
And shall the heart, which soft Compassion wrung, 
And shall the lib'ral hand remain unsung ? 

No, Justice, No !—These fingers shall aspire, 
To wake the mournful Muses? pensive lyre, 
For her who wept at Sorrows not her own, 

And heav'd soft Pity's sympathising groan. 
Hers was the Art to chase AMiction's fears, 
The Widow's anguish, and the Orphan's tears : 
To melting Kindness open as the morn, 
She sav'd the Wanderer who rov'd forlorn ; 
Where Sorrow call'd still bade her bounty flow, 
And gave a tear to ev'ry child of Woe. 


What if no polish'd arts her soul refin'd, 


Yet solid worth adorn'd her pious mind. 
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No sordid love, no mean desire of gold, 

The lib'ral hand of Charity controul'd. 

Hers was the glory of the happy few, 

'The real fame, to live to all she knew : 

With those whom Fortune shunn'd her wealth to 

share, | 

And give with freedom, what She gain'd with care, 

8. 1785. 


And form'd by Nature in a gen' rous mould, | 


To A YOUNG WIDOW ; ON THE DEATH OF HER 
ONLY DAUGHTER. 


O! Sar what griefs disturb thy gentle breast ? 
Why heaves thy bosom with the stifled sigh ? 
Why throbs that heart where peace was wont to rest ? 

Why steals the pearly drop from either eye? 


Ask me not why !—an Infant's loss J rue, 

« Torn from her mother by the Pow'rs above: 
cc I dare not murmur—yet these tears are due 

« To infant merit, and maternal love. 


« The prattling tongue which lisp'd the 3 tale, 
« That tongue which sooth'd my ev'ry anxious 
care, 
« The dews of unrelenting Death assail, 
« And in the grave are lost those accents dear. 


ro DEPARTED FRIENDS. 49 


«© Those eyes which shed the sympathetick tear, 
0 When Poverty distress'd her story told; 
That hand which smooth'd the furrow'd brow of 
care |— | 
e Those eyes are clos'd in death—that hand 
cc js cold. UL 


« Affliction's lot fell heavy on my head, | 
« When late I lost whom then I held most dear; 
« 'Thy Father—yet a hope delusive said, 
« One comfort still is left thy soul to chear. — 


Cease thy vain plaints ! nor blame th' Eternal Cause 
Whose ways unknown, full oft from seeming ill 
Produce a future good his perfect laws 
Ask not the guidance of the human will. 


Who knows, if Heav'n had granted length of days, 
But wily man had led her youth aſtray ; 

And basely left her in the flow'ry maze 
Of Vice, to shame and infamy a prey ? 


Or had her spotless Innocence, secur'd, 

The flatt'ring paths of gay temptation fled, 
Perhaps, Misfortune's pangs she had endur'd, 
And sunk among the disregarded dead. 


E 
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No mother's tear had wash'd her clay- cold tomb, 
No Unele's sigh had bade her soul adieu, 
No female friend had then bewail'd her doom, 
Or caught the parting blessing as it flew. 


Think not the youthful Muse has feeling lost, 
Who bids thee moderate thy tender care: 
But when by Mis'ry or Misfortune crost, 
Be this thy morning and thy evening prayer: 


O Pow'r Supreme that rul'st the human breast, 
Jo me thy grace impart, that so I may 
e Acknowledge thy decrees-are ever just, 
And lowly as the patient Uzzrrx say; 
c The Lord hath giv'n, the Lord hath ta%'en away, 
ec And blessed be his holy name for aye.” 
E.* 


* Written in very early Vouth. 


* 
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we 


OccastoneD BY THE DEATH or 
J. SUTHERLAND, EsQ,* 


Go, injur'd Shade, thy peace implore 
At Mercy's aweful throne, | 

Whilst Pity here her tear shall pour, 
And o'er thy Sorrows moan. 


Thy gen'rous Soul indignant fled 
Oppression's stern command; 

Too rashly fall'n amid the dead, 

To 'scape her iron hand. 


For thus, alas! thy feeling heart 
Interpreted the blow: 

Tho Justice oft inflicts the smart, 
Whence countless mis'ries flow, 


* This Gentleman was at one time Judge of the Admiralty 
Court of Minorca : Upon ſome migunderstanding with the then 
Governor (General Muxnxay), he was suspended; and upon a 
challenge which he sent the General, was afterwards dismissed 
from his situation.— These sentences were confirmed by his 
Majesty. n 

An action was afterwards brought by him against the Go- 
vernor, and damages were given him to the amount of Soool. 
The Parliament passed a Vote to indemnify General Murray. 
See Term Reports in the Court of King's Bench, Vol. I. p. 538. 

On the 17th of August 1791, as his Majesty was coming 
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Yet if, by too relentless Fate, : 
And Law's decree severe, ; 
Disgrace and ruin may await : 
A hapless Mortal here : 


O, let us look, beyond this span 
Of Earth, to h Supreme, 

Who sees the changing life of Man, 
Pass like a fleeting dreem. 


l Assur'd that uz will still regard | 

l The wrongs his creatures know: 

Wl | And give the patient heart reward 

"1 For all it feels below. WON + 
8 : E. 1791. 


to be present at the Levee, Mr. Sutherland, who had been 
walking in the Park, ran, the moment he saw the Royal 
Carriage, with much precipitation into that part of the Green 
Park which fronts Buckingham House, and placing himself 
within a few yards of the railing, on which he stuck a paper 
addressed To the King, waited till his Majesty was opposite 
to him: He then. pulled a pistol out of his pocket; when 
kneeling down and taking off his hat, he shot himself, directly 
through the heart, and instantly expired. He had a letter in 
his left hand directed to the Coroner, in n was inclosed 
a letter to the King. 
Poverty and a high (though, perhaps, mistaken) sense of 
Honour seem to have driven him to this melancholy catastrophe. 
His Majesty, with his usual benevolence, bestowed an 
Annuity on the relations of the unfortunate Gentleman. 


TO DEPARTED FRIENDS. - 


To THE MEMORY or Ma. James NzLsoN.* 


Tuo' late in life, too early snatch'd away, 
We dew with fruitless tears thy lifeless clay ; 
Around thy aweful bier with sighs attend, 
Lament the Man, the Father, and the Friend ; 
Regret that fourscore years and four should close 
Thy varied scene of happiness and woes; 
Untimely think thy loss, and still repine, 
That what was human should become divine; 
Almost forget the years, and months, and days, 
Cheer'd by thy Virtues, sanction'd by thy praise. 
— Too swift, alas! those days and years have fled, 
That brought the moment when Hy sacred head | 
Increas'd the number of the honour'd dead. 


vet still, with fondness sad, shall Friendship dwell 
On all thy virtues; and delight to tell 


* Apothecary in Red-Lion- street, Holborn, He died on 
the 19th of April 1794, three days before completing his 84th 
year, The eminent virtues of his heart long endeared him to 
a numerous acquaintance, He had resided on the ſame spot 
upwards of half a Century. Peculiar chearfulness, and bene- 
volence of heart marked the whole of his long and useful 
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— 


„„ Sar atten, oj pw 


n 
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The blameless tenor of thy useful life, 
Soil'd by no crime, and troubled by no strife: 
Gentle as ever, in thy death the same, 

One peaceful sigh dissolv'd thy aged frame: 

By Faith supported, by Misfortune tried, 

The Christian rose to Heay'n—the Mortal died. 


E. 1794- 


life. His Treatise on the Government of Children will ever re- 
main a valuable legacy to Posterity.— The merit of the work 


could only be equalled by the modesty and piety of the 
Author, | 
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THE DEATH BELL.“ 


Hark ! from afar the solemn Bell, 
In mournful sounds salutes the ear; 
And tells that, freed from earthly care, 
Some Spirit quits its mortal cell, 
In happier Realms to dwell. 


Again it sounds; and to the heart, 
Perchance of some sad weeping friend, 
Lamenting Youth's untimely end, 

Conveys the agonizing smart 

Of Sorrow's venom'd dart! 


Some Widow weeps the husband gone ; 
And, with the eloquence of Grief, 
Implores from Heav*nly pow'r relief: 

While round, with many a heart-felt groan, 

The helpless Orphans moan. 


Some Parent with a bursting eye, 2 

Laments her darling offspring's breath, 

Stopp'd by the cruel hand of Death ; 
And heaves the unavailing sigh, 

And bids adieu to Joy. 

I never hear the toll of 2 n though in my 
mirth, without my prayers and best wishes for the departing 
spirit. Browne's Religio Medici, 


* 
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Perhaps some faithful Lover, tor'n 
By that © inexorable Lord,” 
From the dear Fair his soul ador'd, 
Condemns the gentle Maid to mourn, 
And beat her Breast forlorn !— 


But listen to th' instructive sound, 
All ye of Sorrow's silent train; 
And listen to it all ye Vain, 
Ye who in thoughtless mirth abound, 
And dance Life's giddy round ! 


To you, to all it speaks, to tell 
That not in Grief, but sacred Joy, 
We should our erring thoughts employ, 
For those who quit this Mortal cell, 
In happier Realms to dwell. 
E. 1788. 


| 


SONNETS. 


Ie 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
DESIROUS OF WRITING POETRY, 


O! Trov, whose placid bosom never felt 
« The hope deferr'd, which maketh sick the 
N | 
Whose feelings, yet unwounded, only melt 
At woes where soft Compassion bears a part, 
Ol court not yet the soft poetic art! 
Alas ! from Friendship unreturn'd, 
From slighted Love, or Sorrow's canker'd dart, 
Too oft the Poet's flame at first has burn'd : 
For few the laurels which the Muse bestows, | 
Of no sad cares, no hours of anguish born: e 
As few can scent the fragrance of the rose, : 
Nor feel the sharpness of its neighb'ring thorn : 
And foreign trees their balmy gums produce, 
But first receive the wound whence flows the fragrant 
Juice, 8. 1786. 
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II. 
TO THE MOON. 


Trxx, Moon! fair regent of the spangled sky, 
Whose brighten'd orb in Frome's soft-flowing 
stream, 
With added lustre shows its gentle beam, 
With pleasing Melancholy fraught J hail : 
And, as I view thy glorious lamp on high, 
Now sil v ring o'er each vernal hill and date, 
Remembrance bids me heave the frequent sigh, 
For those in absence lost, who to this heart, 
This sadden'd heart, shall ever dear remain: 
But chief for Her who bears the tend rest part, 
By sacred Friendship taught, in all my pain. 
O! till her Friend, her lover, come again, 
May she, whene'er she casts a look to thee, 
With added tenderness remember me. 
| E. April, 1788. 
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— 
III. 


ro THE MOON; 
FROM THE TRAVELLER, 
' WALKING OVER SALISBURY PLAIN 
| AT MIDNIGHT. 


BLesr be thy friendly light which o'er the plain, 
Conducts my wand'ring steps, and guides my way, 

To Her, the best-beloy'd, who feels the pain, 

And owns the pleasures of fair Friendship's way: 
Thy Beams transcend the'lustre of the day; 
And still to thee will I my homage pay, 

Planet benign] and to th* Almighty Pow'r, 

Who form'd thee, and the thousand glitt'ring 
Stars, 

Which, shining round at this dreatl midnight Hour, 
Add glory to the Heavenly Universe: 
Beneath his guidance safe, and free from fears, 
Dauntless T tread the s0litary road; 6 

And, tho' my heart th' uncertain future tears, 
Confide in him, my Father and my God ! 

E. Fune-21, 1788. 
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TO HUMAN LIFE ; 
AS COMPARED WITH THE MOON. 


O Lie ! how like the Planet of the sky, 
Still varying as the passing moments fly! 

Hope the increase, destroying Care the wain: 
Say, will thy change recall each happy hour, 
The faded joys of my fond youth restore, 
| Or give me back my wonted peace again? 

Ah no !—returning moons shall roll in vain, 
Their lustre fade, her orb resume its ray ; 
But no returning light shall e'er display 

Its cheering beam to glad my sorr' wing heart: 
So deep the night, that (friends and fortune lost, 
EL1za gone! my last and dearest boast,) 

Now throws its dreary gloom my path athwart ; 
And tells me, I and Mis'ry ne'er, on earth, must 


part.“ E. 1789. 


A Propheſy, happily, not verified. 


V. 


To ELIZA; 
RECOVERING FROM SICKNESS. ' 


EL1za, thou whose sympathetick heart, | 
To sacred Friendship's warm emotions true, 
Bids ev'ry fond idea rise to view, 

With which my bosom beats, far, far apart ! 

What numbers needs there, or what tuneful art, 

To tell the anxious throbbings of my Soul, 
While busy Fancy to my tortur'd Mind, 

Shew'd thy pale form to fell Disease consign'd, 

Patient, tho? sad beneath his dire controul ? 

But prais'd be az, the Father of Mankind, 

Who b1ds the tides of Health returning roll : 
And see, bright Hope, her gay attendant, nigh, 
Who to those Realms directs the grateful eye, | 
Where Pain and Sorrow cease, and every thought is 

. Joy. . E. 1788. 


Ws 
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VI. 
JEALOUSY. 


An, wherefore, Tyrant Pass10n, with thy rage, 
Deform the beauteous climate of the Soul? 
Why bid my blood in furious tumults roll, 
Nor let fair Reason thy dire pow'r assuage ? 
Fly, Fiend detested ! let me once more know 
What joys sincere from Love and Friendship flow, 
Joys which thy ruthless hand would tear away ! 
To thy dominion I no longer bow: 
Ruler of Hearts ! attend a Suppliant's vow, 
Who yields him to thy ever-gentle way: 
Henceforth, no more to lawless pride a prey, 
Let the soft precepts of my friendly Fair, 
Direct my steps in Virtue's pleasing way, 
And lov'd ELIza's bliss be all my grateful care! 
E. 1789. 


VII. 
THE RECONCILIATION, 


O, Sacrep pow'r of sweet returning Love, 
That bidd'st the tender tear of rapture flow, 
And bidd'st, once more, th* enliven'd bosom 

glow, | 
And all the Soul reviving gladness prove, 

Thy influence sweet I own !—My passions move 
At thy command; and to my soften'd heart, 

Erewhile with doubt, distrust, and mis'ry tor'n, 
The tides of Joy new life and health impart. 
So beams the morn with double radiance bright, 
After the long, long terrours of the night, 

Harass'd with dreams, or silent woe forlorn. 
Then Mem'ry think no more of sorrows past, 
But let my grateful mind prepare to taste 

A bliss which during life, and after life shall last. 


E. 1791. 
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VIII. 


WRITTEN SOON AFTER THE DEATH OF 
Mx. Burkt's $0N. 


| Come, Poesy, and pour thy tend'rest strain, 
And let thy gentlest numbers sadly flow : 
O, could they soothe a Father's sacred woe, 
Or ease his bosom of a moment's pain 
Alas, the sweetest melody were vain |! 
His Country's love no longer can inspire, 
The Statesman's eloquence, the Patriot's fire ; + 
Can raise the voice that charm'd a Nation's ear, 
Or wake the pen that made the world admire. 
All, all, are gone !—and Burks, to Science dear, 
In silent sorrow bends his rev'rend head: 
Yet oft, ere number'd with the honour'd-dead, 
Shall Feeling mourn his melancholy doom; 
"Til Genius raise, and Virtue guard, his tomb! 
E. 1795. 


IX, 


ON THE BACKWARD SPRING 


REMARKABLE FOR MANY DEATHS.. 


CnLL Winter still preserves her torpid reign, 
Still checks the rising beauties of the year ; 
Disease and Death attendant in her train, 
Call from Aﬀection's eye the frequent tear. 
Let Grandeur now the suppliant Mourner chear, 
And raise the drooping Orphan, who forlorn 
Drops her sad tribute o'er a Parent's bier, 
A helpless prey to Poverty and Scorn 
While thro? the streets the fun'ral pomp is bor'n 
With melancholy state, and form of woe, 
Let the gay heart repress its joys a while, 
A while its giddy thought lessness forego : 
The Rich and Happy cease th' insulting smile, 
Muse on the scene, and learn themselves to know. 


E. Feb. 1794. 
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þ 


To THE Rev. Mr. PrTrss; 
ON SEEING HIS PICTURE OF THE 
RESURRECTION. 


To thee, bold Artist of a theme sublime, 
An humble Muse her grateful tribute pays; 
And. tho? thy pencil claim eternal lays, 
To give thy worth and works to future times, 
Accept the tribute of a heart-felt praise, 
By thee, and by Religion's self inſpir'd: 

Whilst on thy glowing Canvas lost we gaze 
The *raptur'd Soul with sacred Ardour fir'd, 
Dwells on the happy hopes of future bliss ; 

When, freed from earthly Sin and earthly care, 
Restor'd to all the most endearing ties 

Which Parents, Children, Lovers, Friends can 

share, Ela 
The just, made perfect, shall with holy joy 
Meet, and receive Rewards, which Time can ne'er 
destroy. E. 1787. 


XI. 


WRITTEN IN A VOLUME OF 
MirLlTon's LESSER PoExN IS: 
ON LENDING THEM TO AN ARTIST. 


Go, matchless Bazp ! whose undiminish'd fame, 
Not Faction's breath, pestiferous, could destroy : 

Go, matchless Barp ! whose ever-during name 
Thy Britain's pride, her wonder, and her joy ; 
Nor 'Time, nor Fate, nor adverse years annoy. 


O, Heav'nly Pozsy ! the pow'r is thine 

When pure, like these, th* eternal numbers flow, 
To bathe in bliss the drooping soul divine 

From Sorrow's wound to steal her sense of woe ; 
To charm, in mute suspense, the gates of breath ; 
Or wake to Rapture's voice the ear of Death. 


Here, touching light the soft Aonian Lyre, 
MiLrox! thy sacred hand its prelude plays: 
Ere, wak'd by echoes of the Seraph Choir, 
With nobler aim thy chord advent'rous strays, 
Above the narrow bound of fabled days. 
Then go, ſweet BaxD! that valued praise receive, 
Which only polish'd Taste, and kindred Arts, can 
give. | S. 1795. 
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XII. 
To Mu. WILBERFORCE. 


Friend to the Human Race ! whose heart r 
Still listens to the calls of sad Distress; 
And bids thy hand relieve, thy bounty bless, 
The African who toils beneath the line; 
And those of Europe's Sons, who, Slaves no less, 
Reluctant drag Ambition's vengeful car 
O'er plains once smiling, now laid waste by War; 
Vain hope! to check fair Freedom's rising sway: 
Thine, W1LBzRFoRCE, the Muse's purest lay; 
'Thine the glad homage of the gentle soul. 
Thy precepts would the storm of War controul, 
Bid Tyranny its wasteful ravage cease, 
And spread the reign of Liberty and Peace, 
Far as the Sun can 12 or boundless Oceans roll. 


| 
TRI FL ES. 


S rr ———— 


To ELizA ; GARDENING. 


Amp her flow'rs EL1za strays, 

And as she wanders thro' the maze, 
Whose fragrance round perfumes the air, 
Knows not herself more sweet and fair. 


The Flow'rs their stated task fulfill, 
Obedient to her gentle will; | 
To her, delight and joy they give, 
Whose culture bids their beauties live. 


The Maid unconscious of her pow'r, 
Unconscious of the fleeting hour, ' 
Still wastes, unkind and heedless Fair, 
« Her sweetness on the desert air.“ 


While lost to joy her Lover sighs, 
And like the drooping flow'ret dies: 
But ne er must hope like that to prove 
EL1za's fond regret and love. 
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TO THE SAME. 


FROM HER FAVOURITE ROBIN ; 
FOUND IN HIS CAGE. 


PerHars ELIZA smiles to see 
A Letter here, and sign'd by me: 
Attend a moment, nor in vain : 


The mystery I'll soon explain. 


Sav'd, by thy tenderness, from death, 
Whose icy hand just stopp'd my breath; 
Restor'd to life, to plenty, peace, 

To mirth, to joy, to happiness : 
Now foster'd by thy daily care,. 
Which does the choicext food prepare; 


And ev'ry comfort still bestows 


To sweeten life, and chase my woes; 
I try to swell my downy throat, 


And show, in ev'ry warbling note, 
The love, the gratitude, which beat 


Within this little bosom's seat: 
With artless music to impart 

The throbbings of a grateful heart; 
And with my chearful song repay 
The hand that feeds me day by day. 
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I knew thy gentle Soul full well, 
The meaning of the song could tell: 
Yet wish'd I for the pow'r assign'd 
By fav'ring Heaven to Mankind : 
For words like thine to sing my joy, 
And daily thus my life employ. 


At length I found a mortal breast, 

With kindred sentiments impress'd : 

A breast, tho* human, which can prove 
The force of Gratitude and Love: 

To him I sung; his bosom beat 

With sympathetic thoughts replete ; 

He felt, and understood, the strain; 

I bade him thus my notes explain: 
With joy my orders he obey'd, 

But, (/ike à lawyer) would be paid; 
He's therefore to the post preferr d, 
Of Secretary to your Bird. 


RoBIx. 
Counter-signed, 


Sc . 
RIBLERUS, SEC E. March, 1789. 


* 


72 TRIBUTES or AFFECTION j 


From EL1za, 
TO HER DEAD ROBIN. 


(4h ! Damon, dear Shepherd, adieu !) 


An, Rosin, dear Rosin, adieu! 
How oft with thy song was I cheer'd ; 
Thy song that was grateful and true, 
Whenever thy Mistress appear'd ; 
The warbling of that little tongue, 
Again tho' I never shall hear; 
Vet the strains which thy gratitude sung, 
Shall oft be repaid with a tear. 


Ah, Rosin, dear Ropix, farewell! 

So long and so tenderly lov'd ; 
My regret for thy loss can I tell ? 

By verse can my sorrow be proy*d ? 
O! can I forget the fond note, 
That told all the worth of thy heart ; 
Not unmeaningly utter'd by rote, 

Not tutor'd by flatt'ry or art? 


Ah, Rosin, dear Ronin, farewell! 
Tho' breathless, and cold thou art laid, 

Is thy Spirit departed, as well, 
Unconscious, and silent, and dead? 
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Ah! fain would I flatter my heart, 
That again I my Ronin might view; 
But, alas! we for ever must part : 
Ah, Rosin, dear Rosin, adieu! 


June, 1793. 


To ELIza; 


WITH A POCKET-BOOK. 


Tux Human Soul, Philosophers have taught, 
Ere yet inform'd with Learning, and with thought, 
Is like this empty book, and open lies 
To each impression from the fool or wise ; 
That all depends on Education's plan, 
And they who train the Infant form the Man : 
Thus shall these leaves, which in another's pow'r, 
Might mark the lapse of many a vicious hour, 
O, happy lot! to Virtue's hand consign'd, 
Reflect the image of a God-like mind. 


E. 1791. 
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4 POETICAL EPISTLE 
To Jaws BoswsLL, EsQ, 
ON HIS LIFE OF DR. JOHNSON. 


Dear Bozzy ! 
Your 2xartoes I've eagerly read, 


And in them discover'd much gold—and some lead; 
By the touch-stone of 'Truth and Sincerity tried, 

A few faults (and bxt few I must own) I've espy'd. 
Forgive then the Poet, nor censure the Friend, 

If a little he blame, finding much to commend : 
To point out these errors, and give thee the praise 
Which to Genius and Virtue the world ever pays, 
Is a task not ungrateful—and when I have done, 
You may call't, if you please Map of spots in the 


Sun. 


With anecdote various, delightful and new, 
In brisk pleasing language brought forward to view; 
Of gossip and chat inexhaustible store, 

Which when we have read makes us still wish for 

more; | | 

From the grave and the gay, and the learn'd and 
polite, 

Where wit, knowledge and laughter together unite 

Of praise and of censure at least quantum 5uff ; 

With (here and there sprinkled) panegyric and puff; 
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Much critical learning and plain common sense, 

And some cant—at which some may perhaps take 
offence ; 2 

Make an Olla podrida, or rather a sallad, 

Not hard to digest, nor ungrateful to palate. 


Yet why should your page with law jargon be 

cramm'd? | 

And why is poor Goldy“ to ridicule damn'd ? 

And what has the reader, dear Bozzy, to do, 

With your wife, your estate, or your children, I 
ae 

How often you're drunk, or how often you're :// ? 

Be sad or be merry, or just what you will; 

These trifles the world are too apt to condemn, 

And may think you to be—what you've stigmatiz'd 

' oo eld. 


Yet Candour must own you have woven a crown 
Of laurel unfading ; conferring renown = 
On the great Lexicographer, moralist, friend, 
Whom pleas'd from his birth#to his death we attend: 
His worth and his talents display'd to the view, 
The meed of fair fame is bestow'd as his due : 


* Dr. Goldsmith, on whom Mr, B. is very severe. 
+ See Mr, B's dedication to Sir ]. Reynolds, 
| G 2 
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And Virtue and Science shall ever regard 
With complacency, him who confers the reward. 


And now would I finish my doggrel career, 
But first let me whisper a word in your ear; 
Enough to the Authour, enough to the Bard 
Of your life and your mind has already been spar'd. 
Tho' mirth, wit and gaiety charm thee awhile, 
O! let not their pleasures thy reason beguile ; 
But, not yet declining, in prime of thy age 
Let serious studies attention engage. | 
Let Beautyand Worth, from thyself which have sprung, 
The family ties of the fair and the young, 
To pursuits more severe thy exertions withdraw 
To shine, as before, in the Courts of our law; 
And nobly to rival with emulous fame 10 
A Mansfield's, a Thurlow's, a Wedderburne's name! 
Not less are thy talents than some who have sate 
At the Bar, on the Bench, and have govern'd the 

State ; 
But Patience and Industry both must combine, 
Ere the palm of success on thy temples shall shine: : 
To these then thy homage, thy services pay, 
Turn over black-letter by night and by day, 
And so shall that race by the Lawyer be won, 
Which the Bard and Biographer have but begun. 
E. 1 79h 
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ro THE AUTHOUR 
OF THE VICTIM OF FANCY ; 
A Novel. 

No more let grave Philosophers complain, 
Or deem the tale of WER TER, Virtue's bane, 
Let them peruse thy feeling page, and know 
What lasting morals from his S2rrows flow: 
How taught by him to shun the fatal way, 
Which leads the mind from Virtue's paths astray, 
To scenes where Peace and Happiness are lost, 
And the torn Soul with anxious cares is crost, 
Each youthful heart may shun the fatal snare, 
And, early warn'd, of lawless love beware. 


Yet not for this alone THERESA “ lives, 
A needful lesson to the Fair she gives, 
That e'en the Virtue which we most admire, 
Fair Sexs1BILITY's enchanting fire, 
If uncontroul'd by Reason's aweful charms, 
O'erpow'rs the tender soul which most it warms. 


Hail, fair Enthusiast ! while thy lines we trace, 
Adorn'd with tenderness, and Virtue's grace, 
The flowing tears a painful joy impart, 
And ey'ry sigh improves the bursting heart. 
E. 170). 


* The Heroine of the Novel, 
SZ 
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To Tat Hox. THOMAS ERSEIxEH; 


ON HEARING HIM ELOQUENTLY AND SUCCESSFULLY 
PLEAD THE CAUSE OF A POOR MAN, WHICH HE 
HAD UNDERTAKEN GRATIS : DURING THE SUMMER 
ASSISES, ON THE HOME CIRCUIT, AT CROYDON. 


PrxsUAsVUE ADVOCATE ! whose matchless art, 
Alike can charm the ear, and move the heart ; 


In thee we see, pourtray'd in colours true, 


The Character immortal TuLLy drew: 
Virtuous as eloquent, thy feeling breast, 
Prompts thee to aid the indigent distress'd, 
Whose honest heart shall with a grateful tear 


Reward thy talents, and thy worth revere. 
| | E. I 787. 


Tok k 


WuriLE mid the sweet retreats of Stowe, 
Remote from noise and strife, 
You wander pensive, sad, and slow, 
Full oft revolving, as you go, 
The various turns of life; 


* Alluding to Cicero's Maxim that to become a good 


Orator, it is neceſlary to be a good Man. 
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May Health, a constant guest, attend, 
Where'er your footsteps rove : 

Io calm the bosom of my friend 

May Peace her olive-branch extend, 
On hill, in dale, and grove. 


In conscious Virtue wrapt secure, 
Amid the storms of Fate, 
The ills that Fortune sends endure; 
While some shall pass your humble door, 
To haunt the Proud and Great. 


What though the needs of ev*ry day 
Still call to daily toil! 

Content can spread a cheering ray, 

Content a secret charm display, 
And ev'ry care beguile. 


With her and Innocence be blest, 
Nor further bliss require : 

Preserve a pure and tranquil breast ; 

'Then leave to Providence the rest, 
And, at his call, retire. 


E. May, 1 793» 
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From CATULLUS. 
O] guid solatis beatins curis 
Cum mens onus reponit: ac, peregrino 
Labore fessi, venimus larem ad nostrum, 
Desideratoque acquiescimus lecto ! 


Tux hapless Wand'rer doom'd to roam, 
An Exile from his native home, 


With painful steps pursues the road 


| That leads him, ling'ring, from that blest abode. 


But when, as kinder Fates ordain, 
He views the long-lov'd spot again ; 
How sweet, his toilsome absence past, 
Weary, on his own bed to rest at last! 


Then grant me ever-gracious Pow'r 
Of life that guid'st each varying hour, 
Once more to taste that bliss sincere ; 
Or quickly let me die an Exile here. | 
E. 1788, 
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INSCRIPTION 
FOR A COLUMN PROPOSED TO BE ERECTED TO 
Mx. Howard ; IN HIS LIFE-TIME. 


No laurell'd Warrior here in marble stands, 
No blood-stain'd Hero here applause demands : 
To milder merits, and a juster claim, 
BRITANNIA consecrates the palm of Fame. 

Her Sons to How arp bade this column rise; 
HowarD, humane, benevolent, and wise. 


The Friend to friendless Pris'ners | Him whose heart 


In ev'ry Captive's sorrow bore a part, 
Nor only Pity, but Relief, bestow'd, 


Eas'd the tor'n heart, and dry'd the tear which flow'd. 


Nor yet to Britain were his cares confin'd, 
Wherever Sorrow sigh'd, or Mis'ry pin'd, 
In gaols immur'd, in horrid dungeons barr'd, 
He with kind heart, and lib'ral hand repair d; 
To distant climes his friendly sails unfurl'd, 
The Wretch's hope “ A Patriot of the World.” 


These are thy praises, Howard ! these we pay, 
While yet thine ear can hear the pleasing lay : 
Yet not by Man shall thy reward be given; 

Late may'st thou find it, in thy native Heav'n. 


E. 1787. 
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To J. S. AT Sr. ALBANS. 


Rovinc through Life's uncertain ways, 
Again my friend removes, f 
From Stowe's delightful garden's maze, 

Elysian fields and groves ; | 


To where, with venerable pride, 
Religion's holy fane, 

Does o'er her ancient Sons preside 

With mild, yet aweful reign ; 


In Verulam her Temple rose, 


And still throughout the land, 
The stream of pure devotion flows 
At her divine command. 


O! not like lost and guilty France, 


On whose polluted soil, 


| Around Rebellion's Dæmons dance, 


And War and Famine spoil. 
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No Sr Exc ER“ there with god-like love, 
Bids want and mis'ry cease : 
Nor, through the haunts where wretches wre, 


Dispenses joy and peace: 


But, all her native glory fled, 
Her noblest Sons withdrawn, 

Revenge by direst Furies led, 
Now riots o'er the lawn 


Then bless thy lot, in Bxrralx's Isle, 
To lead secure thy days, 6 

Where Industry still bids thee smile, 
And ev'ry toll repays. 


Where Fxezpom's all- protecting hand 
Shall guard thy lowly shed: 

And ever through the happy land 
Her equal blessings spread. 


Her cares to Cot and Throne extend, 
On all alike she smiles, 
And here the Universal Feiend © 


Each weary hour beguiles. 


* Countess lo SPENCER; FRO bounties to the poor 


at St. Alban's obtained her universal gratitude, 


—— 
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Here free from Superstition's pow'r, * 
Or 'Tyrant's angry frown, 

Enjoy, my friend, the passing hour, 
And all thy blessings own. 


= — 


Let no © fantastic terrors“ rise 
Those blessings to annoy; 
And Happiness, so rare a prize, 
No groundless fears destroy. 
E. 1793. 


* Alluding to a silly story of Seper's Gbost; current at St. 
Alban's. 
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THE following Poem is founded on a fact 
related in Mr. Ramsay's Treatize, on the Treatment 
of the Negroes, and their Conversion to Christianity. 
It is shortly and feelingly alluded to in Mr. PraTT's 
pleasing Poem of Humanity ;—but that Poem was 
never Seen by the Author of this, (which was written 


many years since), till very lately. 


—_— 


THE SLAVE. 


No woxs of Love or Grief let Fancy dream, 
Awake my lyre ! for Vengeance is my theme ; 
And calls to louder notes, and higher strains 
Than the soft sighings of young past'ral Swains : 
The griefs which happier Bxrroxs never know, 
'The wrongs of Slay'ry, and the pangs of woe ! 
These bid the Muse attune a bolder string, 

A SLavx, an abject SLAvx's revenge to sing. 


Ye happy Few whose bosoms melt at woe, 
At other's ills who bid the tear to flow, 
Whose gen' rous souls, enlighten'd and refin'd, 
Feel for the vary'd ills of human kind; 
Whose hearts in native purity remain, 
Untainted with the sordid love of gain; 
Untaught the rights of Nature to despise, 
And traffic in a fellow-creature's sighs; 
Who seek not wealth, by Virtue uncontroul'd, 
Nor barter life and Liberty for gold : 


23 
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To you the Muse devotes her pensive lay, 

To you who feel her pow'r, and own her sway ; 
Whilst in rude verse her artless lines disclose 

A simple-tale of no fictitions woes ; 

No fancied sorrows, no ideal pain, a 

No heighten'd image of a fruitful brain, | 
But Truth, unvarnish'd, unadorn'd and plain. 


Where Spain's new World arises to the sight, 
For ever verdant, and for ever bright, 


The young ALvaro of Castilian race, 
In wealth and bowors held the foremost place: 


Whene'er he turns his eye, or waves his hand, 

A thousand Slaves all move at his command: | 
For him, when Morning ting'd the clouds with grey, 
When Mis'ry mourn'd to see another day, 
Unnumber'd acres felt the hand of toil, 

And plenty, undeserv'd, adorn'd the soil. 

By birth- right haughty, and by nature proud, 

His heart each soft emotion disavow'd ; = 
Yet *twas remark'd, one Slave above the rest 

He long had smil'd on, and had lov'd the best; 

In youth, in childhood, he the boy had known, 
And from his infant hours had call'd his own. 
Whose un-ras'd back proclaim'd to ev'ry eye, 

The mind within was of the purest die; | 


THE SLAVE« ek 89 


No servile lashes on his shoulders trac'd 

The glossy honours of his skin defac'd.“ 

Obedient still, and true to ev'ry trust, 

For ever faithful, and for ever just. 

And once when, anger'd by repeated woes, 

Hostile in arms, unnumber'd Negroes rose, 

Firm and unwav'ring in that trying hour, 

He snatch'd ALvaro's Sister from their pow'r : 
Whose deep black eyes which spoke a Soul refin'd, 
With all the softer feelings of the mind; | 
Whose raven hair, in silken ringlets bright, 

Which grac'd her neck of pure and spotless white, 
Whose beauteous figure, and whose matchless face, 
Not Srxxsgn's Muse could feign, nor RernoLds 


pencil trace, | 
Thus lov'd, and trusted, and for faith renown'd, 
Year after year the favour'd youth was found: 
He liv'd unconscious of immediate woe, 
In such sad peace as Slavery can know. 


Once with his friends ALvaro chose to Strays. | 
Nor took the Youth to guard him on his way; 


* It is remarkable that when once the skin has been tor'n 
by the lash of the whip, it never entirely recovers its natural 
polich. Those Negroes therefore who retain, in their un- 
happy state, some share of honest pride, are yery N to 
avoid the first correction. 
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His orders to prepare the splendid feast, 
And summon far and near each noble guest; 


With soft luxuriance splendour to combine, 


And with magnificence each grace to join. 


His task was pleasing, for the time drew near 


When the young Spaniard hail'd another year; 
When all his vast possessions he should own, 
And freed from custom he should rule alone: 
No Guardian longer to controul his will, 

To prompt to goodness, or to lead from ill, 

« T go!” AlvARoO said, “ nor shall return. 

« Till the gay dawning of that festal morn.” | 


Ere the first matin of the bird of dawn, 
While yet cold dew.- drops sparkled on the lawn, 
He rose, unheedful of the chilling air, 

His Master's orders still his only care. 
With punctual haste he follow'd each FAG PORN 

And cull'd each blooming produce of the land : 


Fair fruits, and herbs, and aromatic flow'rs, 
And all the fragrant beauties of the bow'rs. 


With rosy wreaths the golden cups he drest, 
And scatter'd sweets from Araby the blest : 


And when the Sun descended from the sky, 


What time the moon-beam glitter'd from on high, 
Each labour past employ'd his active mind, 
Lest something unremember'd lurk'd behind, 
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Soon came the vigil of that joyful day, 
When smiles of pleasure should his toil repay ; 
So Hope deceitful spoke! whose airy voice 
Still onward points, and bids the Soul rejoice. 
How small the fault which caus'd his adverse fate, 
The Muse indignant blushes to relate; | 
And stoops with pain to trace the source of woe, 
From whence his fears, his wrongs, his vengeance 
flow : | 

Yet she will stoop to show how poor the cause 
From whence the Slave his day of Sorrow draws. 


Through the gay hall attentive now he trac'd, 
And each bright ornament in order plac'd ; | 
On Egypt's marble India's gold appear'd, 

With China's ware in beauteous fabric rear'd, - 
One sumptuous vase to strike the eye was fix'd, 
Where veins of gold and azure intermix'd ; 
Which long had glitter'd near ALvaro's side, 
And oft been mark'd the object of his pride : 
His luckless hand attempts with eager care, 
From danger safe the precious bowl to bear, 

But from his grasp the polish'd surface flies, 
And on the floor in broken fragments lies. 

His Master's vengeful soul full well he knew, 
Which trifles could enflame ; but nought subdue. 
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Trembling he stood, and mark'd his future doom, 
In. each bright fragment scatter'd o'er the room. 
Vet, as surrounded by the shades of night, | 
Not one had seen, or could the deed recite, 

Full well he knew of all the servile train, 
Unknown, unpunish'd he could still remain: 
While whips, and racks, and tortures others felt, 
And to find Mercy vainly wept and knelt, 

He, favour'd still, no evil should endure, 

From ev'ry pang but conscious thought secure. 
With anxious footstep, and with careful look, 
Each shining witness of his fault he took; 

While cares and tumults throbbing in his breast, 
He left the hall, to seek in vain for rest. 


How long shall Pride the western world despoil, 
And view, unmov'd, the hapless Negroes toil ? 
Whose ling'ring hours in one long Slav'ry creep, 
By woes and wrongs deny'd the pow'r to weep. 
For them in vain the blush of Morning glows, 
Nor bring the dews of Ev'ning soft repose. 

In those short hours by Tyranny decreed, 

From pain corporeal, and from labour freed ; 

| Then Mem'ry counts the treasures once her o-n, 
Fair Peace, and Liberty for ever flown ! 

Their hours of joy, their native lands, return, 
For which they vainly sigh, and fondly burn. 


. THE SLAVE. 93 


Then midnight visions haunt their frail repose, 
Revenge and anguish in each bosom glows ! 
Fancy repaints an aged Father's tears, 

Again recalls a Mother's fruitless fears : 

With winds and sails the prosp'rous band depart, 
No children more shall cheer the aching heart. 
Unfeeling Europeans can despise 

The Mother's groans, and term them savage cries ; 
In vain she calls on those for ever lost, 

In vain she wanders o'er the sea-beat coast; 

Those arms dejected shall no more embrace 

Her youthful progeny, her smiling race! 
Frantic she weeps for those who ne'er return— —- 
"Top soon that heart shall for another mourn! 

In the frail bark the wretched Father goes; 

He beats his breast, and desp'rate with his woes, 
In vain to gain the bounding vessel's side, | 
He braves the winds, and stems the adverse tide 15 
Around his head the raging billows roar, ; 
He sinks—he falls—he never rises more 

— The vision flies; but ah ! the wounded heart 
Feels all its truth, and wakes ! 


My Muse reluctant guides her vagrant flight, 
To scenes that shade fair Europe's radiant light: 
Which tarnish all the glories of her name, _ 
And blast her wreaths of Victory and Fame. 
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Now rosy Morning from her eastern bed, 
With fragrant dew-drops glist'ning round her head, 
Ting'd the grey cloud which hover'd o'er the steep; 
And, on the sea-green bosom of the deep, 

With radiant tints dispell'd the shades of night, 
And gave to Nature all the charms of light. 
With morn ALvako came, and many a friend 
With him arriving on his steps attend; 

His fav'rite Slave still ready at his call, 

Unbarr'd the portals of the festive hall: 

Where fragrant flow'rs, and blooming fruits unite, 
To strike the senses with renew'd delight; 
Where gold and gems half. shining, half conceal'd 
The owner's wealth, and not his pride, reveal'd. 


While all admire the magic of his hand, 
His labours with a smile ALvaro scann'd ; 
| Pleay'd ver the work he cast a curious eye, 
Yet could no blemish in the whole espy. _ 
« And here, my friends,“ said he, © behold the 

Slave | | | I 
« To whom this task, so well fulfill'd, I gave: | 
« Here let me swear this ear shall ne'er receive 
cc“ One tale against him, nor one fault believe. 
« Nay more I swear, so perfect is the task, 
c This day to grant him whatsoe'er he'll ask !“ 
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He said, but wond' ring saw no trace of joy, 
No signs of rising pleasure in the Boy— 
As breaks a Sun-beam through an April cloud, 
Whose cheerful brightness gath'ring vapours shroud, 
Doubtful and pale scarce glimmers o'er the plain, 
Till the dark mist resume his gloomy reign ; | 

So o'er his face a dubious joy appears, 

A transient pleasure smother'd by his fears: 
Till at ALvaRo's feet he trembling fell, 
And thus his lips the guiltless error tell. 


cc My Soul revolts at praise but ill deserv'd, 

«© This Soul, which never yet from truth has 

swerv'd: | 

« No gift I sue for, I have no demand, 

« But pardon for the error of this hand ! 

« Praise not as faultless yonder shining board, 

« Wanting that bowl which most my Master 
C $tor'd.” 


He said with sudden rage ALvaro burn'd, 
And, with his foot, the prostrate trembler spurn'd. 
One moment's fault all duties past could blot; 
While the last words he utter'd were forgot. 
With passion fir d he wildly stamps the hall, 

And summon'd loud each wretch within his call. 
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4 Go, Slaves l“. he cried, ce ah eget | 
cc strip, +. 2234 
« Gal mark them a with the ie hip * 


: His friends with EAR a ALvato view, 
Vainly they hope his anger to subdue: 
They bid the throng a while in silence wait, 
And strive the rigid sentence to abate. 

But little knew they of Arvaro's heart, 
Where never soft Compassion held a part, 
Whom no persuasions ever could controul, 

Stern, though capricious, and severe of soul. 
His oath, his promise, vainly urg'd by all, 
He styl'd them rash, and would that oath recall: 
Frowning he burst offended from their hands, 
With direful threats repeating his commands: 
Displeas'd, disgusted at his harden'd heart, 

To sep' rate homes the angry guests depart. 


And now the few, who dreaded to displease, 
Advancing would the silent Victim seie 
But when he heard the ignominious sound 

Of whips and lashes rudely echo round; 

He view'd ALvAkoO with a scornful look, 

And in his hand a pointed weapon shook : - 
Then, wildly firm, and bursting through them all, 
Scarce in a moment's space, he left the hall. 
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Al vAxoO gaz d on all, and all he blam'd : 
Then with a fierce and sudden rage inflam'd, 
With hasty paces follow'd like the wind, 

Those foot-steps, swifter than the mountain hind. 


Long he pursued ; and — pursued in vain, 
His limbs grew weary, and he breath'd with pain; 
Then faint and sinking with deep dread he found 
Thick shades and solitude inclose him round: 

At length, too late, dangerous moment saw, 

Remov'd from human eyes, and human law : 

He mark'd the gloomy bosom of the wood, 

Which far remote from ev'ry mansion stood. 

No solar beam there flings its piercing ray, 

But mingling branches form a doubtful day : 
There mid-day Murder might his vigils keep, 

And there Revenge his thirsty dagger steep: 

Revenge, that wild disorder of the Soul, 

Which pow'r, nor art, nor terrour can controul l. 


He thought, he paus'd—one passing moment 
proy'd 


Just to his fears, and all his doubts remov'd : 

The Slave, quick turning with a single bound, 

Threw his pursuer prostrate on the ground. 

Yet though he fell, Fear brac'd ALvaro's arm, 

Whom love of life, and dread of death, alarm ; 
I 
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In his fierce Soul a thousand passions burn— 

The victor Slave he vanquish'd in his turn; 

His sparkling eyes with fires indignant glow, 

While half he held, and half he spurn'd, the foe. 

But soon his strength, his conquest was no more, 

And soon the momentary joy was o'er ; 

Again the Slave beheld ALvaro low, 

The shades of Terror dark*ning on his brow : 

With one strong hand, his trembling throat he 
press d, 

And fix'd one nervous knee upon his breast. 

What horrors did the proud ALvAxo feel, 

As glitter'd in his eyes the fatal steel; 

He mourn'd his threaten'd rigour now too late, 

And felt the dread of fast-approaching Fate. — 

— Yet the Slave's bosom heav'd a dreadful sigh : 

Yet long his trembling lips their task deny— 


«0! Master!“ twice he said, and turn'd aside, 
The struggling passions of his soul to hide; 
« O! Master! ever lov'd and ever dear, 
« For whom now falls this agonizing tear ! 
« Since the young dawn of reason, on that day 
« When first you call'd me yours in childish play; 
« These feet have follow'd wheresoe'er you went, 
cc These hands have-labour'd but for your content: 
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« This heart has beat with eager pangs to prove 
« My faith unsullied, unsubdued my love. 


« For thee the hopes of Freedom I withstood, 
Nhe bonds of Friendship, and the ties of blood: 
« And quell'd for thee the passions of my soul, 

« Which once in madd'ning torrents seem'd to 
«c roll, : v 

« When with this arm I struck MaT1Lpa's foes, 

« Chas'd all her terrours, and reliev'd her woes : 

« Marilpa ! brighter than the beam of Day, 

« And milder than the Ev'ning's parting ray ! 

« For whom this heart long heav'd with many a 
c proan, 

«© Which now, ALvaRo, now I dare to own. 

“ Impell'd by fear they fled along the glade, 

« Alone they left us in the secret shade, 

« No eye to see, and no assistance near, 

« With all her beauties glowing thro? her fear. 

« What hopes, what pangs, what tumults fir'd my 
« brain, | 

«© When ev'ry passion throbb'd in every vein ! 

« Yet even then for thee this bosom bled, 

« And from the dang'rous precipice I fled : 

« Subdued myself—and gave that Heav'n of charms, 

% Pure and unsullied to a Rival's arms.“ 

12 
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« Have I ALvaro ?—but my soul disdains 
« 'The mean recital of my fears and pains ; 
« 'Toils thro! the day, and labours of the night, 
« Shall then the lash those faithful toils requite ? 


« O! could you read the anguish of this heart, 
« Where you and Friendship bore so large a part, 
« Might not soft Pity some admission find, 

To move that stubborn breast, that haughty mind? 


« But why my Soul this vain recital make? 
Think on thy wrongs, and to Revenge awake! 
« 'Think on the guilt of that degen rate race, 

« On Europe's sons, mean, mercenary, base: 

« Think in this prostrate Spaniard you behold 

“Each grov'ling wretch, whose curst desire af gald 
« Has banjsh'd Freedom, and has murder d Peace, 
« And bade the sounds of Truth and Mercy cease ! 
© 'Think on the guiltless Millions, now no more, 

6c Whose ghosts yet hov'ring on the dreary shore, 
« In sad procession strike these aching eyes, 

« And bid, with all her daggers, Vengeance rise. 
« Yes, injur d Countrymen ! this heart can glow, 
« This hand, yet undishonour'd, deals the blow): 
« This arm shall strike, this heart shall cease to groan, 
« And Eurorr's dastard Sons the great revenge shall 


„ own” 
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So spoke the Slave—and, Weep ye few who feel! 
In His own gen rous breast he plung'd the steel: 
His Soul exulting burst its narrow cell, 

To seek the home where happy Spirits dwell ! 
His last fond hope to find some blest abode, 
Where never Tyranny extends her rod, 
Where no polluted soul of Europe's race, 

No Tyrant Master ever finds a place ! 


Fond, yet vain wish! were it the Muse's lot, 
To print light foot-steps on the hallow'd spot, 
Where all his. virtues, all his sorrows rest, 
And mark the sod now pressing on his breast! 
Warm'd by the thought, yet Fancy sees the glade, 
She sees the deep and solitary sade: | 
Around she hovers at the close of Even, 

His grave is cover'd with the drops of Heaven ; 
She with those drops unites her falling tears, 
And thus records the merits she reveres. 


« Here Quasa1 lies!“ for no fictitious name 
Shall rob the injur'd Hero of his fame : 
« Here QuasHi lies! whom Fate ordain'd a Slave, 
« Whom Nature form'd just, generous and brave, 
« Of Honour spotless, and of spotless Truth, 
« He fell yet blooming in the days of Youth: 
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8 THE SLAVE. 


No gleam of true Religion, to controul = 
« 'The wild, though noble, pass ions of his Soul, 
« With his own hand he broke Life's galling chain. 


c Not that he fled from labour, and from pain, 
Not that he sunk beneath th' oppressive load, 


« His Spirit vanquish'd by the thorny road !— 
« —No, gen'rous Youth! you only fell to prove 
« Your faith untainted, ungsubdy'd your love: 


« Unstain'd, unsullied, in that trying hour, 
c When erown'd by vIeUrys and when arm'd with 


cc pow TT. 
« Blush, Evroer, blush ! and, prostrate at his grave, 
« Go learn that Conquest which adorns the brave. 
«. To Quasnr's mem'ry tears of Pity shed, 
« A SLave when living, but a Hzzo dead!“ 


8. 1787. | 
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By Yarrow stream that glides along, 
Whose banks the wild-thyme sweetly covers, 
Thus Connal rais'd his mournful song; 
By Yarrow fam'd for faithful Lovers, 


« Farewell! (he cried) a long farewell! 
Farewell to Hope and Joy for ever ! 
For Hope and Joy can never dwell 
Beside the waves that Lovers sever ! 


With Mary I have pass'd the day, 
heeside this stream in murmurs flowing ; 
With Mary I have lov'd to stray, 

Amid the wild-thyme sweetly blowing. 


For her my little flock I left: 
For Mary at the midnight hour, 
My eye-lids were of sleep bereft : 
My foot-steps wander'd round her bow'r. 


— — ,. —— — 
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For her it was, at dawning day, 

The sweetest flow'rs of spring I blended ; 
For her at noon-tide's scorching ray, 

'The lambs and frolick kids I tended. 


I form'd a wreath for Mary's hair, 
Of all my little garden's treasure ; 

And when that wreath she deign'd to wear, 
Is it in words to tell my pleasure? 


Those happy days she has forgot, 
Forgotten are my restless hours; 
Forgotten is the rural spot 
Where Mary wore that wreath of flow'rs. 


She has forgot the silver tide, 
The tide of Yarrow gently flowing ; 
And Mary is another's bride, 
Where sweeter flow'rs than mine are blowing. 


Blow sweet, ye flow'rs, whereer she be, 
Ve streams in gentle murmurs languish : 
But whisper not the charming she, 

How fatal is her Comtal's anguich. 


When this fond breast shall cease to feel, 
When this fond heart shall cease to flutter ; 

When down these cheeks no tear shall steal, 
And these cold lips no sounds shall utter: 
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Let not Reflection tell my Love 

How oft she vow'd to be my marrow ; 
Let not her foot-steps ever rove 

Along the silent banks of Yarrow ! 


Perhaps if near the favour'd spot, 
Where once her vows to me she plighted, 
In artless strains should be recited ; 


She might forget that ev'ry sigh, 
That ev'ry tear of Love and Sorrow 
That glisten'd in that charming eye, 
From others' rights «he now must borrow. 


O, may she never hear my woe ! 
Nor Fame's loud tongue the tale discover: 
Let no rude stone to Mary she, | 
The sod that wraps her clay-cold Lover. 


Beneath the turf, where once we rov'd, 
This faithful heart shall cease to languish ; 
Beside the bank where once she loy'd, 
Soon shall this breast forget its anguish !” 


His dying lips their task deny; 
He ceas'd his tale, his tale of Sorrow: 
Cold was his breast, and clos'd his eye, 
Beside the flowing wave of Yarrow. - 


8. 1782. 
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« WRERE is my Love?” pale Mary cry'd, 
Her tender brain distraught with Sorrow, 


« Where is my Love, so late the pride, 


So late the blooming pride of Yarrow ? 


'Tell him my fond, my aching heart, 
To him was true, was constant ever, 

O! let us meet, no more shall Art, 
No more shall Envy make us ever. 


Tell him the false deceiver came, 
With many a well-cencerted story, 

That Connal blasted Mary's fame; 
Her fame, the tender Virgin's glory. 


Tell him — but ah! mistaken Maid, 

Who shall speak peace to the departed? 
Or who shall soothe the fleeting shade 

Of a fond Lover broken-hearted ? 


Ye kind companions of my woe, 
Whose tender bosoms melt with Sorrow, 
Lead me where Connal lies so low !— 
Perhaps, distracting thought, to-morrow, 
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My eye might wander o'er that face, | 
Which now *mid thousands twou'd discover, 
And Memory refuse to trace 
The features of my injur d Lover. 


Ah me !—is that the blooming cheek, 
Where youth and beauty late were blowing ? 
Is that the eye which shone so meek, 
The lips from which soft sounds were flowing? 


Oh! yet if near this fatal tide, 
Too kind, and too deserving Lover, 
If here where Truth and Honour dy'd, 
Thy tender Spirit loves to hover ; 


To Mary's agonizing heart, 
With Tenderness and Sorrow breaking, 
Guide, quickly guide, the icy dart, 
Which Death is yet at distance shaking. 


And at this spot, ye weeping Fair, 

Sweet flow'rs, and sweeter tears bestowing, 
Still dread your first vows to forswear, 

And here let ev'ry sweet be blowing.“ 


The kindly tear refus'd to flow, 5 
Nor longer did the Maiden languish, 

Beside her Lover cold and low, | 

She sunk at once. opprest with anguish. 


C * 
* 
. TEE. ER. — 2 — —— 2 — —— — =” > — 2 a To 
. 3 2 Gr IWS== 6: = — a LG > n £ = ">. — =: = — — — — SRS ” * — DE : : . 
& - — — I 2 — — . — = OIL — — I * — — — — > IO, 7 — . — 3 = _ 5 — — — — -> S_- — 
—— — ——— — — ö _ —— EA 2 — ES. = — — — — x A — — — — — —— — — 
K - — . RE C — — * * — Pr — 2 — 2 = Mn >. n — N 
— 2) —— — — — . x — 2 . ow a he 23 2 o >= PTY — — . — — —— : _— — — — — — —— — — — — - = — 
8 2 2 . > 7 ; = r - . — 5 | no — — — — — . . ˖—˖ 
5 1 * "ay = _— 4 - = Ss * - RAE SYS” — Dn os. 2 7 — vets — — 23 — — — 
* 4 Ss _= — 2 — — — : X=> = - RN 
l . * 2 2 r ESE 0 
8 . == > ws 


= - 


9 k 
W \ 1 . 
GT. 
1 
700 | 
a" | + 
9 

J 
1 f 
n 
x 1 
. [ J 
. 


= gs —2 4.5 * — 


108 BALLADS» 


There on her ConnaPs early grave, 
Who fell by false Detraction's arrow, 
Silent she sleeps beside the wave, 


The melancholy wave of Varrow. 8 
8. 1783. 


| 


ATROL. 


Sorr fell the dews on. Yarrow Plain, 
Beneath whose sward lies many a Lover, 

The bird of night renew'd her strain, 
Around the dreary grave to hover. 


The Raven croak'd, the moon- beam shone, 
When Athol stray*d, with steps of Sorrow, 

« Ah me! what shadowy forms are yon, 
That wander on the Banks of Yarrow ? 


Why screams the Death-bird from the tree ? 
Why bring the winds the voice of mourning ? 


The scream, the winds proclaim to me, a 


That Athol never sees the morning. 
Why inks my heart with coward fear? 
And why so chill my blood with horror? 


Again the shadowy forms are near, 
In all the eloquence of Sorrow. 
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Is it ?—it is my Mary's shade, 

It is the pale, the breathless Lover: 
How shall I meet the injur d Maid? 
And how my contrite heart discover? 


No sound that senseless ear can reach, 
Nor sees that eye my sorrows flowing; 
Though well the wand'ring shade can teach 
To Athol all her woes are owing— 


Those lips are now in silence clos'd,. 
And cold for ever is that bosom, 

That form is to the worm expos'd, 
Who feeds him on the fall'n blossom. 


Why are those lips in silence clos'd ? 
And why so cold that lovely bosom ? 

Why is that form to worms expos'd ? 
And who could nip so fair a blossom? 


"Twas Athol's tongue convey'd the tale, 
Which broke that heart with Love and Sorrow, 
Which made that blooming cheek be pale, ö 
And cold, upon the banks of Varrow. 


"Twas Athol urg*d by jealous fear, 
Who feign'd too well the guileful story, 

Which fill'd that eye with many a tear, 
For what ? W glory. 
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To blast the fame I once cou'd boast, 

To rend that tender breast with anguish, 
To know that all J love is lost, 

And void of ev'ry hope to languish. 


Little did wretched Athol think 
That Mary was so true a Lover, 

And little knew on Yarrow brink 
How soon her gentle shade would hover. 


The wave of Yarrow murmurs nigh, 


Which once, methought, was sweetly flowing; 


*T was sweet, for Mary then was by, 
Though no kind look on me bestowing. 


That wave, those forms of fleeting air, 
Which strike my guilty Soul with horror, 

The winds to Athol howl despair, 
And bid him never see to-morrow. 


Ye phantoms of the injur'd dead, 

Ye passing winds that hear my anguish, 
Ye know by Love and Sorrow led, 

'That here my Mary ceas'd to languish. 


Ye know that from this bleeding heart, 
Which mourns my Mary lost for ever, 
Her lov'd idea cannot part, 
Nor long shall Death our fortunes sever. 
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My tears have wet her early grave, 

My hands have deck'd the sod with willow, 
Then haste thee, Athol, to the wave, 

And rest thee on thy wat' ry pillow. 


The closing wave thy form shall hide, 
No sod shall tell the passing rover, 
That here the wretched Athol died, 
A faithful, though a guilty Lover.“ 


One look he cast on Mary's grave, 

High rose his heart with inward Sorrow, 
His hasty foot-steps sought the wave, 

He plung'd beneath the flowing Yarrow. 


In the fair blossom of his youth, 
He fell depriv'd of life and glory, 
Ye Lovers keep the path of truth, 
Warn'd, by the guilty Athol's story. 


S. 1784. 
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THE 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY.* 


Ris, honour'd Poet, from thy hallow'd bed! 
Here, SHAKSPEARE, lift thy laurel-crowned head. 
See, worthy thine, and worthy Barralx's praise, 
The tribute Genius to thy merit pays; 

Here thy conceptions all to Nature true, 

In paintings living colours rise to view ; 

The airy Beings here, thy Fancy wrought. 

In all the daring excellence of thought, 
Embodied by her magie pencil, claim 

« A local habitation, and a name.“ 


Let Beaufort first arrest our wond'ring eyes, 
Who rack'd with guilt and pain expiring lies. 
« See how the pangs of death do make him grin!“ 
The © busy Fiend” awakes the worm within. 
He dies relentless ! sad Ambition's fate; 
Too oft the portion of the Proud and Great, 


* Opened by Mr. ALDzzxMAn BoyDELL in Pall- Mal, 
on May 1, 1789,—See the preface to the Catalogue of the 
Pictures, for the motives and plan of the whole undertaking. 
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Here Rxrxol ps, all his wonted pow'rs displays, 
And to the heart, the dreadful scene conveys. * 


But lo! where FuszLI with sportive grace, 
Bids his light pencil fairy revels trace: 
Pease-blosum, Cobaveb, ev'ry Elf and Fay 
Throng round their Queen, all eager to obey : 
See Bottom's hairy face, and monstrous ears, 
What life, what spirit, in the whole appears. 
How gay the Mimicry, how free, how well, 
No numbers, SHAKSPEARE, but thine own can tell. 


Yet when bright Fancy's pleasing dream is o er, 
What pencil can, like his, assume the pow'r, 
'The horror of each tragic scene to show, 

And make the heart with varying passions glow ? 


I K. HENRY VI. P. II. Act *. Se. Jo No, EIT, in 
the Catalogue. 


The-celebrated Painter here alluded to, would not 1 
have decreased his deserved reputation had he bequeathed to 
Mr. ALDERMAN BoyYDELL the picture which he afterwards 
painted from Macbeth, It is to be lamented, that any mis- 
understanding should have taken place, between the parties 
on that subject. 

A Painter of great eminence did make Mr. ALDERMAN 
BoyDELL a present of a Picture, for which he charged and 
was to have received 4ool. 


2 MipsumMER-NicnT's-Dazam, Act IV. Sc. 1,— 
Catalogue, No, X. 
K 3 
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When &« clad in complete steel“ the ghost appears, 


And in his Reverend Visage Sorrow wears, 


« Revisiting the glimpses of the Night; 

We start with Hanlet at the fearful sight: 

Like Hamlet wish, yet dread to hear the tale; 
Whilst 2517 fear, and 5 77 the mind assa1l,? 


With passion blind, see a Lear diselaim 
A Father's tenderness, a Father's name : 4 
See where, expos'd to storms, and tempests rude, | 
He feels the stings of fell Ingratitude : 5 
Or where in anguish o'er Cordelia's bier, 
The hoary Monarch drops the bitter tear,® 
Our praises here let WEsr and BaxRr claim, 
And share with Fusz11 the palm of Fame. 


Ol] were it mine with elegance and ease 

Like thine, engaging HamiLTon, to please; 

Then should my verse describe each charming Fair, 
Thy Rosalinda's lovely face and air ; 7 


3 HAMLET, Act I. Se. 4.— Catalogue, No. XXXIV, 

+ K. LI AR, Act I. Sc. 1. Catalogue, No. XXIX. 

5 K. Lzas, Act III. Sc. 4.—Catologue, No. XXX. 

6 K. Lx AR, Act V. Sc. 3.— Catalogue, No. XXXI. 

7 As You LIx E 1T, Act V. Sc. 4.— Catalogue, No. 
XIV. 
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Or beauteous Hero's sad distress pourtray,® 
Or France's lively Princess young and gay.? 


Thine, gentle NoxTacors ! is the happy art, 
With childhood innocence to melt the heart : 
As all unconscious of impending harm, 
With smiles that might a Dzmon's wrath disarm, 
The Royal Brothers, sunk in sleep are laid, 
The Murderers their sacred couch invade ; '* 
« O tyrannous and bloody deed !”” we cry; 
While the tear glistens in the gazing eye. 
Not less distress the beating bosom feels, 
When to stern Hubert gentle Arthur kneels ; 
Who that the stamp of human nature bears, 
Resists the eloquence of infant tears ? 
Reluctant Hubert owns their pow'rful sway, 
And bids the Villains quit their bloody prey. 


Nor shall, although unpolish'd be the strain, 
Thy classic pow'rs, Ricaup, unsung remain, 


S8 Mucnx-AaD0-ABOUT-NOTHING, Act IV. Sci 1.—Cata- 
logue, No. VII. 

9 Lovz's-LABOVUR's-Losr, Act IV. Sc. 1 e 
No. IX. 

10 K. RickARD III. Act IV. Sc. 3.—Catal. No. XXVII. 

11 K. Joan, Act IV. Sc. . — Catalogue, No. XX, 
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Replete with justice, richness, force and grace, 
They mark the tale, and all the Errors cease. '* 1 


With Humour's comic scenes to. charm the eye, 
See PeTERs, WHEATLEY, SMiRKk and Duo vie. 
Here lively Beatrice with attentive ears, 

List'ning within “ the pleached bow*r” appears: 
Here Falstaff feels the jealous husband's rage; 
There his recruits the mirthful smile engage. 
There Dogberry, Yerjuice with important air, 
Assume of mighty justice-ship the chair; 
Petruchio with dissembled anger storms, 

And « bonny Kate” may frown but she conforms.) 


The smile of mirth to temper with a sigh, 
Behold “ the melancholy Jagues lie: 
The © poor sequester'd Stag” the Hunter's prey, 
And the wild herd that wanton frisks away. ** 


12 ComeDY or Errors, Act V. Sc. 1.—Catal, No. V. 

13 MuCH-AD0-ABOUT-NOTHING, Act III. Sc, 1.— 
Catal, No, VI. a 

14 Merry Wives or Windes, Act IV. Sc. 2.— 
Catal. No. III. 

15 K. Henay IV. P. II. Act III. Sc. 2.— Catalogue, 
No. XXI. | 

15 Mucn-AaDo, &c, Act IV. Sc. 2.—Catal. No. VIII. 

17 TAMING or THE SHREW, Act III. Sc. 2. Catalogue, 
No. XV. 

is As vou LIE E IT, Act II. Sc. 1. Catal, Ne. XIII. 
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The native genius of thy forceful mind, 
To harsher subjects Or ix is inclin'd ; 
Yet not successless do thy tints appear 
In softer scenes; the hapless Juliet here 
May well demand the tributary tear. 


Where, vanishing from our admiring eyes, 
The © baseless fabric of the vision“ flies, 
To Waicrr, let Justice give applauses due, 
And own his pencil to the Poet true. 


Now cease my lay! yet not before I tell 
The unassuming merit of BoD EIL: * 
Taught by his speaking canvas we lament 
The feuds which once unhappy Britain rent: 
Which o'er the Island civil discord spread, 
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And « dy'd the white rose with a bloody red.“ * 


But say what praises can for him suffice, 


At whose command these pleasing scenes arise ? 


Patron of Arts, and rising Genius hail ! 
Thy worth to sing what numbers shall avail ? 


19 Romxo AND JULIET, Act IV. Se. 5.—Catalogue, 


Ne. XXXIII. 


20 Tzur zer, Act IV. Sc. 1. — Catalogue, Ne. I. 
* Mr, Jonx BoyDELL. See the Preface to the Catalogue. 


21 K. HENRY VI. P. I. Act II. Sc. 4 —Catal. NO. XXII. 
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Compleat thy charming task, and give to Fame 
BoyDeLL's with SHAKSPEARE's never-dying name 
A smiling Nation's thanks shall then be paid, 

And grateful Commerce, by fair Science led, 

Bid all her Sons some pleasing gift bestow, 

For streams of wealth thus taught by thee to flow : 
Amid the throng these humble lines receive, 

The only tribute which a Bard can give ; 

The meed of praise, from venal flatt'ry free, 


Which BziTAiNn and her SHAxSPEARE owe to thee, 
| E.“ 


The foregoing piece was sent by the Author to Mr, 
Alderman BoyDELL ; who very politely presented him with a 
Ticket of free admission to the Gallery for himself and friends, 
A compl'ment certainly conferred rather on his good wighes 
than on his Poetry. 

It is matter of great re gret that an Undertaking of so truely 
patriotick and benevolent a Nature, as The Sbalipeare, should 
not have obtained a success fully adequate to its deserts, and to 
the wishes of the Promoters. 


— — 


MISCELLANIES. 


ODE TO LIBERTY, 


Wu Oer the desolated earth 

War stalks, with all her minions dire; 
And, bursting into sudden birth, 

With eyes that flash vindictive fire, 
Fell Anarchy exerts his sway ; 
To LIBERTY I tune the lay: 
That sacred Pow'r which guards our isle; 
And bids thy coasts, Britannia, smile ; 
Which dreads alike, as foes to her renown, _ 
The People's madd'ning rage, or Tyrant's angry 

frown. 


In vain degraded GALLIA, now, 
Would emulate immortal Roms ; 
In vain upon her pallid brow 
Would bid the wreaths of Virtue bloom ; 
A Monarch's blood has stain'd the land; 
A mad, insatiate, bloody band 
With lawless force usurping reign ; 
And once where spread the fertile plain, 
In dreadful strife opposing armies toil, _ 
And slaughtered myriads cover the polluted soil. 
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Insatiate Furies! could not one, 
One Monarch tor'n by Faction's rage, 
And hurl'd indignant from his throne, 
Your guilty thirst of blood asswage ? 
Must Female Virtue also feel 
Th' insulting taunt, the murd'rons steel? 
And Loveliness, to Empire born, 
The sacrifice of vulgar scorn, 
To Calumny's all-pois ning influence bow, 
And in the dust be laid, by dastard Cowards, low ? 


O! LIST, fair gift of Heaven, 
Blest Offspring of divinest Power, 
To man in boundless mercy given, 
The solace of each virtuous hour ! 
Are these thy triumphs ?—Is thy car 
E'er guided by the Fiend of War? 
Do Murther, Rapine, Slaughter, lend 
Their arms, thy vot'ries to befriend ? 
Or do Caprice, Injustice, Treachery, aid 
Thy views, for man's supremest bliss, Celestial 
Maid ? 
No—— Afﬀectation's silly band. 
And Pride, to ev'ry folly blind, 
Envy, that rules the madd'ning land, 
And Ignorance, dark ner of the mind, 


ODE TO LIBERTY. IZI 


These have usurp'd fair Freedom's name ; 
And, for her pure and holy flame, 
Rebellion's desolating fire, 
Now ravages with vengeance dire, 
Where Peace and Plenty held so late their sway, 
Thy soil, unhappy France, to various ills a prey. 


Meanwhile on Albion's fruitful shore, 
Safe in a fav'ring Monarch's smiles, 
Secur'd against each lawless pow'r, 
Diespotick force, insidfous wiles, 
The Goddess spreads her blest domain: 
While o' er the cultivated plain 
With joy the humble peasants know 
What bounties from her Empire flow, 
Trade, Arts, and Commerce, flourish through the 
land, 


Foster'd by her regard, and rais'd at her command. 
E. 1793. 
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122 MISCELLANIES, 


Lapy BEeLmonT To Six Joh BeLmoxt. 
(See Miss Burney's Ewvelina, Vol. III.) 


In the firm hope, ah, sad resource of Woe ! 
That the last pang approaches I shall know ; 
That wasted, vanquish'd with. incessant grief, 
Death soon shall give my weary'd Soul relief, 
Once more I try, if wrongs like mine can move, 
A heart, disdainful of the ties of Love. 


Oh! lost to Virtue's, lost to Honour's ties, 
Oh ! deaf alike to Truth and Pity's cries, 
Say by what title shall the injur'd fair 
Address the Man whom once she held so dear? 
Husband thou art; but merits he the name, 
Who brands with Infamy my spotless fame? 
Art thou a father ?!—No—thy stormy Soul, 
No fond parental love, can e'er controul : 
My friend, who rescued me from hated vows ? 
Thy pride, the soft relation disallows : 
Lost then to me, the hope how very vain, 
That Belmont pities or regards my pain. 


Forlorn and hopeless oft have I essay'd, 
To paint the Wretch thy Treachery has made; 
But now, a Mother's ills my pen demand, 
A Mother's feelings guide my trembling hand, 
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Perhaps, when she, the once so lov'd, is fled, 
To the still mansions of the silent dead; 
When Death her follies in the dust has hid, 
And pity to thy bosom shall succeed; 
When Conscience wakes thee to the bitter past, 
The voice of Nature will be heard at last. 
At that sad hour, when fell remorse shall tear 
Thy perjur'd heart with horror and despair; 
When, too, too late, thou shalt regret the Maid, 
By solemn vows to Infamy betray'd ; 
If contrite then the weeping Sinner stands, 
Hear what thy Wife, thy injur'd Wite, demands. 
Own the dear Infant who these lines shall bear, 
And thus, its Mother's long-stain'd honour clear ; 
So may thy breast its wonted peace regain, 
If Peace can ever dwell where Vice has left her 

Stain! 


O! hapless offspring of our mutual love, 25 
Though yet unborn thy Mother's ills to prove ! 
For whom already in my bosom glows, 
Maternal fondness, and relieves my woes ! 

If e'er, and let me the fond hope believe, 

If e'er thy Sire his Infant shall receive, 

Look not like her whom Belmont once ador'd ; 

Whose mis'ries then too late may be deplor'd, 
L2 
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When low in dust her peaceful ashes lie, 

Where falls no more the tear, nor heaves the sigh | 
Or, should'st thou, BzLmont, in its youthful face, 
The lost, the wretched Carorine retrace; 
O] do not therefore the fond babe disclaim ! 
Forget not so a Father's sacred name 

My faul t'ring pen denies to tell the rest 


E hough calm awhile ; again my lab'ring breast, 


Tor'n with contending passions, rack'd with pain, 
No more the dreadful contest can sustain. 
For ever then adieu! 


Yet in this last farewell, these parting vows, 
A faint, fond ardor, in my bosom glows; 
And soon each stormy passion will be gone, 
Embosom'd in the Monumental Stone: 
Then, when my sorrows in the grave are lost, 
And thou, dear Man, with doubt and anguish crost, 
Opprest with shame, shall look around, nor find 
One ray of Hope to ease thy troubled mind. 
Think, yet, that Pity in my bosom lives, 
Think, that my love, unconquer'd yet, survives ; 
That my last pray'r shall rise to Heav'n for thee, 


And my last sigh, regret thy misery. 
| | | E. 1785. 
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WeEeRTER To CHARLOTTE, 


(Written uit before his death.)“ 


I 


Exe CHARLOTTE shall these fatal lines unfold, 
Her WERT ER lies, insensible and cold; 
Lost to the joys that warm'd his heart before, 
His eyes shall gaze upon her face no more: 
No more his early happiness return; 
No more with Love his faithful bosom burn; 
No more the rising Sun shall chear his sight, 
But Death shall wrap him in eternal night. 


Whene'er at eve these aching eyes have clos'd, 
When on my couch my weary limbs repos d:. 
When Love's keen pangs this anxious heart me 

tor'n, 
How have I dreaded the returning Morn ! 
How have I pray'd no more the day to see; 
How wish'd to rest, from all my mis'ry free, 


See The Sorrows of Werter.— This and the following piece 
were written by S. and E. as a sort of trial of skill; in which 
it is not difficult to imagine who was vanquished : but they 
are left unsigned to exercise the sagacity of the Reader, 
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In that dark house where Sleep and Silence dwell, 
And bid once more the giddy world farewell! 
How have I sigh'd to breathe my last adieu 
To Life, to Love, to Wretchedness, and You ! 
Yet still returning Morn has seen my woe, 

Seen down my cheeks the tears of anguish flow : 
Each setting Ev'ning has beheld my grief; 
Unceasing still, and still without relief. 


Resplendent Moon, fair planet of the Sky ! 
Thou who so oft hast met my raptur'd eye; 
Returning from the blissful scenes of Love, 
From transports which I never more shall prove; 
A moment veil thee in some fleeting cloud; 
Return; and see pale WERT ER in his shroud ! 
Then shine, fair Star, and with thy gentle rays, 
O! light some happier Man to happier days. 
Thy years unnumber'd shall continue long, 
When WrRTER's eyes are clos'd, and mute his 

tongue. 


ALMICRHTY Pow'R ! to whom with awe I bend, 
My Guide, my Guard, my Father and my Friend! 
If thy frail Child, by human woes o'ercome, 

' Dares to anticipate his fated doom: 
If, ere thy will is known, he pants to taste 
Celestial joys which shall for ever last; 


WERTER TO CHARLOTTE. 127 


If, with a heart that pants for pure delight, 

He dares, unbidden, rush upon thy sight; 

And, as he hastes to reach the wish'd-for goal, 

He supplicates thy pardon on his Soul: 

O! let thy Mercy's ever-chearing ray, 

Conduct the erring Spirit on its way! 

Forgive the Creature who thy wrath deplores, 
Who doubts, who fears, who trembles, who adores. 


As thro' the World, a weary waste, I go, 
My Soul opprest with labour, pain, and woe. 
Ills after ills in sad success ion move, 
Hopes unfulfill'd, and unrequited Love. 
Ambition tempted with her gilded lure, 
Then gave the wound no time can ever cure : 
Unfit to mingle in the busy train, 
Where eager throng the haughty and the vain, 
Urg'd by false friends I try'd the dangerous way, 
And fell, to Scorn and Infamy a prey. 
Vet perish all Ambition could bestow ! 
From private life far sweeter comforts flow : 
Affection fond can heal the keenest smart, 
And soothe with gentle balm the wounded heart: 
But there my promis'd joys for ever lost, 
My fondest hopes, my ardent wishes crost ; 
Another claims the bliss I die to prove, 
And that is now a crime which once was Love. 
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"Tis done, the World's vain shadows all retire, 
And nought remains but Love's unconquer'd fire, 
Still, in my bosom, still he holds his reign, 

Still my fond Soul's entangled in his chain. 

One last adieu! one parting thought I give 

To her for whom alone I wish to live. 

Will She, when climbing o'er the mountain's brow, 

Will She, when gazing on the vale below : 

Whene'er the Sun's departing beam displays 

The purple lustre of his Ev'ning rays, | 

Where the high-waving grass shall mark the sod 

- Which wraps in earth this dull insensate clod : 

Will she remember him whose fatal Love 

His death alone could expiate or remove? 

Will CnaRlorrz then, when WERTER's crimes 
shall cease, | 3 

Drop one mild tear, and bid him rest in peace ? 


; "— . 
II. 


Now, CARLO TE, now, my hour of peace is come! 
Now sounds the midnight bell thy WER TER's doom! 
Now from my bosom bursts its latest sigh, 
And the last tear now trembles in my eye. 

Yet whilst faint glowings mark my faded cheek, 
And groans the anguish of my Soul bespeak, 
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| Whilst yet unstain'd with blood this hand remains, 
And thy lov'd image this tor'n breast retains ; 

Let me the horrours of my Soul impart 

The last sad dictates of a broken heart 


Yes, CHarLoTTE, yes! a wreck on Mis'ry's strand, 
This heart yet trembling bends to thy command ; 
The doubts, the struggles of my Soul are o'er, 
And WERT ER sees thy face, and morn, no more, 
Silent in dust no more shall WERT ER hear 
That voice whose sounds yet vibrate on his ear: 
O! voice of Music, warn'd by thee T fly, 

From grief, from misery, from Love, to die: 

To die What means, my friend, that dreary 
sound ? 5 

Conscious of being, now I press the ground, 

Expression, thinking, action, all are mine; 

Or rather now, lov'd Woman, I am thine. 

To- morrow comes, to-morrow's Sun shall glow, 

No sigh shall murmur, and no tear shall flow. 

My little dream of Life shall then be fled, 

And WR TER number'd with the senseless dead. 


For the last time these eyes have seen the light, 
I haste to plunge me in eternal night !— | 
Yet though thus bending with my weight of woes, 
This day of being shall not, cannot close. 
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'Trembling and prostrate, at the throne divine, 
I go, my CrarLoTTs, to thy Sire and mine: 
O! thou my Father, pow'rful as mild, 

Stretch forth the arms of Mercy to thy Child : 
And though unbidden to thy sight he come, 
And rush impetuous to his native home ; 

Let not the Wand'rer, from thy bosom tor'n, 
Be doom'd, an Exile from thy sight, to mourn, 


And thou lov'd Woman, best and dearest*friend, 
Thou guiltless cause of wretched WRERTER's end, 
Forgive the passion of an ardent Soul, 

Which absence, Time, nor Reason can controul. 
Low in his native earth in silence laid, | 
Let WERTER slumber in the Lime-tree shade: 
Or if, by pious hands deny'd to rest | 
Where peaceful sleep the Manes of the blest, 

Let me, my CHARLOTTE, in some spot be laid 
Where common foot-steps mark the way-worn glade : 
The Priest and Levite o'er thy WRRTER's head 
May then with scorn, or cold indifference, tread : 
Whilst, yet untainted by the worldly throng, 
Some good Samaritan shall pass along; 

And let some sacred drops of pity flow, 

For human weakness, and for human woe. 


When in that narrow house thy Lover lies, 
As through the grass the breeze of Ev'ning sighs; 
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And willows, bending o'er the well-known flood, 
Shall mark the spot where once thy WERT ER stood, 


The tear shall glisten in thy charming eye, 
Nor then shall ALszRT's heart one pang deny. 


Then shall thy pity ing bosom heave a sigh, | 


Oh! ALBERT, husband of that angel Fair, 
Make but her ease, her happiness thy care: 
For thee, yes, ev'n for thee my pray'rs shall rise: 
If pray'rs like mine might hope to reach the Skies. 


CHARLOTTE! when this sad heart shall cease to 
bleed, ä 
Thy hand shall tremble, and thine eye shall read; 
Shall read the scroll which, on the verge of Life, 
Whilst yet contending passions hold their strife, 
Whilst yet a thousand pangs this bosom feels, 
Each pang, each fear, and ev'ry wish reveals. 


But why these struggles from a broken heart, 
I go, my friend ! *tis fit that I depart ; | 
I go, the joys of other Worlds to prove, 
And meet the Mother of the friend I love ! 
To meet thy Mother—Think not that I rave, 
For with quick steps approaching to my grave; 
Fond Hope now crush'd, and each tumultuous fear: 
I feel my pow'rs, perceptions, grow more clear: 
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Now my firm nerves untrembling grasp the steel, 
Which shall the secrets of the Dead reveal! 
From thee it came, and Heay'n directs my hand; 
It guides my foot-steps to that dubious land, 
Which one dark curtain only drops. to hide 
J lift, I pass it, to the other side! 

One fleeting moment, and my fate is o'er, 
Thy Child, thy Lover shall be seen no more 


O! CrarroTTe, had the happy lot been mine, 
To yield my life, mv peace to rescue thine ! 


Io yield for thee my last, my latest breath, 


Then with what transport had I met my death ! 
O! Fate, too blest, to die, and dying prove, 
By what we suffer how we know to love! 


Let not a Wretch's fate disturb thy rest, 
Nor plant a dagger in thy tender breast: 
Still, still I trust through ages yet unknown, 
To claim thy heart, all spotless as my own. 


Then let not Mem'ry mark how WRTEꝝ fell, 


Farewell ! dear Object of my love, farewell ! 


— 


MISCELLANIES. 


ON CRUELTY TO BRUTES. 


What cries awake the new-born day, 
What early sounds of woe? 

”Tis Cruelty begins her sway, 
And Pity's tear to flow. 


For hark, through many a village nigh 
The milky mothers moan, 

'The while their young return the cry, 
And echo groan for groan. 


While sad through many a toilsome road, 
And weary street they go, 

They feel the ever- wounding goad, 
The never-ceasing, blow. 

How beat their trembling hearts with fear! 
And now, ere yet they break, 

In Pity's, and in Reason's ear, 
Their lowings seem to speak. 


« Cease, cruel Butcher ! cease to pain 
With agonizing smart, 
A living link of that great chain 
Of which thou form'st a part ! 
M 
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Tor'n from a tender mother's side, 
From ev'ry fost'ring care, 

To feed the pamper'd sons of Pride 
A thousand ills we bear. 


Do not with needless mis'ry then 
'Those thousand ills increase, 


But let the life we give to men 


Thy bloody mind appease. 
Do not with unremitting glee 
Unceasing torments ply : 
For oft beneath thy blows I Se 
Some fellow-suff*rer die. 


Thou, who can'st boast of Reason's ray, 
O! think, unfeeling Man; 

'The cruelties I feel to-day 
Rise not from Nature's plan. 


Shall Mercy, attribute divine ! 
On thee, from day to day, 


 Bestow'd from an exhaustless mine, 


Nought but thy guilt display ? 
O! let thy harden'd bogom fear 
The ills which round thee grow: . 
Know that the Pow'r which plac'd thee here 
Looks down on all below. | 
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O! know that with an equal eye L 
Fe all his works surveys; 
Or great, or small, or low, or high, | | 
He inks, and xs can raise. 


Tis ns who sends the grateful throe 
Which bids the Spirit fly, 
From these dark realms of life and woe, 
To reach its native sky. E. 


. 
—— I 


THE RAT WHO HAD RETIRED FROM THE WORLD» 
A FABLE. 


(From the French of La Fontaine.) 


Tix'p of the noisy joys of life, 
Where hope and fear are still at strife, 
A Rat, within a Cheshire cheese, 
Retir'd to mort:fy at ease; 
Deep wrapt in Solitude profound, j 
By walls of plenty mur'd around, | [ 
More comely, fat, and sleek he grows ; 
« For, Heaven, (he says,) its gifts bestows 1 
On those who tir'd of earthly cares, = | 
Just live enough to say their pray'rs; | 
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That is, to those, (if right expounded, 
And good and evil not confounded) '' 
Who with no heart, and little brain, 

Fly from the sight of others? pain; 

And, wrapt in ignorance and sloth, 

Forsake the world that gave them growth. 


Well far'd our Rat, and: time flew light, | 


Till some poor beggars gaining sight 
Of this his Hermitage devout, 


Came to the door, and call'd him out ; 
The Commonwealth of Rats they said, 
With fear were half destroy'd or fled, 
E'en in Ratopolis itself, 

The seat and storehouse of their pelf, 
They saw, and trembled for its fall, 
The Cat's grim whiskers on the wall; 
Now near with war and famine spent, 
To him their latest hope they sent; 
Look then with pity on our grief, 

© And grant, (they said,) some small relief. 


—* My friends,” the rev ' rend Hermit cried, 


© Look bold, nor fear to be denied, 

© To you my charity I owe, ' 

© And will with liberal heart bestow, 
Ves, for a month to come at least, 
For you my pray'rs shall be increas'd ; 
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© Nay, if you choose this moment, I'll, 

© As you are standing here the while, 

© *Gainst all the perjur'd race of Cats, 

Vile murderers of us harmless Rats, 

© A loud anathema pronounce, 

© And with such force their guilt denounce, _ 
I'll call the thunder from its bed, 

To burst on their heretic head. 


So spoke the Sage, and quick as light, 
Unthank'd, retreated from their sight; 
Whilst his compatriots saw the door 
Fast clos'd, to ope to them no more. 
Then, weary with the long oration, 

His charity had'given the nation, 
The Hermit on his couch of cheese 
Retir'd to eat and sleep at ease. 


Reader, perhaps you'll wisely ask, 

Is this a Christian Father 

Take you the moral of my task, 
And say a Dervise rather 


The Fable ended tell me, pray, 
Would not a moral grace it ? 
Then make one, I shall only say, 

Qui capit ille facit. 


M 3 
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Taz Rosk-TRRE AND THE RRUBARE. | 
A FABLE. 
A Rosr-TRER, wet with early dew, 
Which breath'd her fragrance to the morn, 


Around her cast a haughty view, 
And deeper blush'd her flow'rs with scorn > 


For Passions, long to man confin'd, 

Now warm the meanest shrub we see; 
Then angry waving to the wind 

'Thus spoke the Dryad of the tree : 


« Queen as I am, the garden's boast, 
«© The first in beauty as in fame, 
« From hence to Persia's distant coast, 
© Known o'er an hundred realms my name. 


« Shall I beside yon' vulgar leaf 
(A Rhubarb flourish'd near-the tree) 
« Shall I—she cry'd in angry grief, 
« Breathe near so coarse a plant as he? 


« A drug, at best, the root it claims, 
« Unseemly to the taste and eye: LS 
« While scarce Circassia's brightest dames . 
« Dare with my morning blossoms vie. 
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« Forbear — the Rhubarb mildly cried, 
Unmoy'd at scorn so weak and vain ; 

“ Forbear the vauntings of thy pride, 
« And mark yon storm that beats the plain ; 


«© When here its vengeful track shall sweep, 
Strong from its pow'r my plant shall grow; 

„% Whilst all thy boasted charms shall weep, 

« And scatter'd leaves shall speak thy woe.“ 


The clouds contending torrents pour ; 
Till ev'ning came the tempest rag'd, 

The tree low drooping to the show'r, 

No more the angry contest wag'd. 


One bud beneath the Rhubarb's care 
Alone uninjur'd rais'd her head: 

So after sickness blooms the fair, 
The storms of pain and anguish fled. 


« Alas !” with humbler voice it cried, 
„The leaf I scorn'd has lent me aid.” 
Then view'd her sister flow'rs and sigh'd, _ 
And grateful bail'd the Rhubarb's shade. 
8. 1791. 
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Nor Thunders o'er the sea-boy's head, 
Whose sounds impetuous roll, 


And mark him for a wat'ry bed, 
Can shake his ſtedfast soul. 


Still fondly warm! d with patriot fire 
He tempts the dang'rous strand, 
Still meets aloft the whirlwind's ire, 

To guard his native land. 


What though beneath the rolling wave 
Lies many a dauntless boy, 

And many a sailor bold and brave, 
The tender fair one's joy; 


Though vanquish'd by the billow's pow'r L 


The valiant yield their breath, 
Fame shall record their latest hour, 
And bind their brows in death, 


8. 
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SONG. 


Lr Britain's sons their voices raise, 
Her Seamen's praĩse to sing; 

Once more let Fame inspire the lays, 
And wake the trembling string. 
The Poet must his humble rhimes 15 

To louder notes attune; | 
And celebrate to future times 
The Glorious First of June. 


*Gainst thirty ships of haughty rings 
Who hop'd they might prevail, 

Our gallant 'Tars did bold advance 
With six-and-twenty sail; 

Their noble hearts of oak beat high, 
They fought from morn til noon: 


« The French shall ne'er forget, they cry, 


'« The Glorious Firat of June. 


Six struck 88 flags; and two, destroy 'd, 
Sunk in the briny wave; 
As quick as light'ning Britons hy'd 
Their sinking crews to save: 
To conquer'd foes full quick extends 
Their Mercy, grateful boon ! 
In War begun, with Pity ends 
The Glorious Firit of June. 


$4 
* 3 
: | . 
% 


' 
[ 
: 
| 


142 88 MISCELLANTES. 


Come, fill your glasses, fill them high, 
To HOWE and ev'ry Tar ; 

Their's was the noble victory, 
Though bought with many a scar. 
This day shall future Britons boast, 
And not forget it soon; 
But ever in a bumper toast 


Tus GLORIOUS FIRST OF JUNE. | 
| E. 1794s 
———_— 


OCCASIONED BY 'THE PANEGYRICKS BESTOWED ON 
A celebrated novel, avs pan 


WRITTEN BY A celebrated FEMALE CHARACTER, 


Tnovon female misfortunes our pity may claim, 
And feminine talents are worthy of Fame ; | 
Vet in vain shall the pen of a Prostitute try 
To gloss over crimes with an infamous dye; 

No! Chastity, ne'er shall thy laurels be tor'n 

From the innocent brow which thy splendours adorn, 

By the hand of false beauty, that soothes to betray, 

And softens the heart but to lead it astray. 

—Henceforth then no more of the talents and worth 

Of Vice and her minions, disgraces of earth! 

Let the volumes be clos'd Afectation displays, 

And the head disregard what the heart cannot praise. 
E. 1792. 
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To rhR Hovss or Commons, 
ON THEIR VOTE FOR THE 
ABOLITION OF THE SLAVE- TRADE, 


April 2, 1792. 


Ye bold Assertors of the public voice, 
Whose virtues justify your Country's choice, 
On you the Sons of Africk shall bestow 
Their pray'rs, their thanks, their tears from joy 

which flow. 

Th' historick page, to worth and honour true, 
Shall to your Sons transmit your praises due : 
And as of old were former Senates known 
For acts of vice or virtue most their own, 
Recorded: in the genuine rolls of Fame, 
T he PARLIAMENT of MzRcy be your Name. Y 
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